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Signs  of  Spring 

The  adorable  new  dresses  .... 
the  subtly-different  hats  that 
accent  the  quaintness  of  the 
dresses  ....  the  new  longer 
gloves  that  you  wear  crushed 
down  over  your  wrists  .... 
the  prints,  the  flares,  the  Na- 
poleon-and-Josephine  idea  .... 
and  the  gradual  emergence  from 
retirement  of  the  shovels  and 
hoes  and  spades  that  will  put 
new  life  into  an  old  winter- 
worn  garden. 

Not  that  we,  at  Lord's,  think 
that  you,  at  Northwestern,  are 
much  concerned  about  gardens 
right  now  ....  but  the  clothes 
will  interest  you,  whether 
you're  going  to  wear  them,  or 
see  them  being  worn. 


FOVNIAIN  3QyARE-  D/ANJTON 

Greenleaf  7000 


THE  E/ViCLEM 

0/  «  G  r  e  a  I  Hotel 


JUST  AS  your  sorority  or  fra- 
ternity badge  represents  the 
spirit  of  your  Kmup,  just  so  does 
ihe  enihleni  of  The  Orrington  stand 
for  the  liest  in  liotel  service  and  as 
a  perpetual  imitation  to  enjoy  the 
facihties  of  tliis  great  hotell 
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EVANSTONlC 


KVANSTON'S    LARGEST    AND    FINEST    HOTEL 


Wfear  the  Correct 

SPRING 
OUTFIT 


Call   or   write 

for  this  Helpful 

FREE 

Style  Leaflet 

You  can't  go  wrong 
on  your  spring  pur- 
chases if  you  follow 
the  style  trends  de- 
tailed in  this  interest- 
ing style  leaflet.  It's 
full  of  last-minute  in- 
formation.    Get  it! 


They're  Here! 
Actual  Samples 
of  Suit  Patterns 

LEARBURY 


MAURICE  L.  ROTHSCHILD 


State  at  Jackson 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Strengthen  your 
Defense  Mechanism 


MILLION 
a  day 


Pause 

that  refreshes 

The  best  defense  is  the  attack.  The  best  time 
to  attack  is  when  you're  feeling  good.  You  feel 
your  best  when  refreshed.  Q.E.D.;  also.  Eh, 
Voila! — Coca-Cola! 

Refreshment — that's  the  true  inward  meaning 
of  Coca-Cola.  Ice-cold,  sparkling,  delicious  — 
an  all-day  drink,  pure  as  sunlight.  For  millions 
of  people,  every  day,  Coca-Cola  is  the  first 
thought  and  the  last  word  in  wholesome 
refreshment. 


The  Coca-Cola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 
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Club  Breakfasts 

Come  in  any  morning  between 
7  and  11  and  enjoy  one  of  our 
Special  Club  Breakfasts.  Your 
favorite  breakfast  specialties 
are  included   in   our   menu. 

"Thoughtful  Service" 

Open  Week  Days 
and  Sundays 


616  Church  St. 

H.  E.  Weeghman 


^  Complete  Service 
for  ^our  Car 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 


f 


Oiling,  Greasing      T] 

Storage,  Simonizing   If 

Washing,  Repairs    JJ 


No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

'Ishe 

Service  Garage 

1  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
Opposite  Varsiiy' Theater 


THE  WISE  CLASS 
The  minister  was  questioning  his 
Sunday  school  class.  "Now,  can  any  of 
you  tell  me  the  name  of  the  place  where 
we'll  all  go  if  we  are  good?"  he  asked. 
"I'll  describe  it,"  the  minister  went 
on.  "It's  an  immense  place  where  huge 
pillars  rise  high  above  you.  The  air  is 
perfumed,  and  soft  music  plays  contin- 
ually. Now,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  the 
name  of  this  place?" 

"The  movies!"  chorused  the  class. 
ludge. 

We  are  twins  and  look  alike.  When 
we  were  at  school  my  brother  threw  an 
eraser  and  hit  the  teacher.  She  whipped 
me.  She  didn't  know  the  difference, 
but  I  did.  Brother  was  in  a  fight  and 
the  judge  fined  me  $500.  He  didn't 
know  the  diff,  but  I  did.  I  was  to  be 
married,  but  my  brother  arrived  at  the 
church  first  and  married  my  girl.  She 
didn't  realize,  but  I  did. 

But  I  got  even  for  all  that.  I  died 
last  week  and  they  buried  him. 

Sim  Dial. 


"Joe  has  a  glass  eye." 

"Did  he  tell  you  that?  " 

"No;  it  just  came  out  in  the  conver- 

"«"•"  Wampus. 


Telephone  Greenleaf  O 40 4. 

FRANK  SULLIVAN 

Inc. 

Gow?is  *   Wraps  *    Sports^vear 

Millinery  and  Costume 

Jewelry 

161 5   Sherman   Avenue 
EVANSTON        -        ILLINOIS 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


THE  BEST  ALIBI 

"I  sure  fixed  Tommy.  He'll  never 
copy  again." 

"How's  that?" 

"Well,  he  used  to  copy  all  my  an- 
swers. I  thought  I  would  teach  him  a 
lesson,  and  consequently,  in  the  final 
exam,  I  put  down  the  wrong  answers. 
He  copied  them  and  flunked  the 
course." 

"Gee,  that's  great.  But  how  did  you 
get  through?" 

"Gosh!   I  never  thought  of  that." 
Wampus. 

She  took  my  hand  in  sheltered  nooks. 
She  took  my  candy  and  my  books, 
She  took  that  lustrous  wrap  of  fur. 
She  took  those  gloves  I  bought  for  her. 
She  took  my  words  of  love  and  care. 
She  took  my  flowers  rich  and  rare, 
She  took  my  time  for  quite  a  while, 
She  took  my  kisses,  maid  so  shy — 
She  took,  I  must  confess,  my  eye ; 
She  took  whatever  I  would  buy, 
And  then  she  took  another  guy. 

Lampoon. 

"Really,  Bill,  your  argument  with 
your  wife  last  night  was  most  amusing." 

"Wasn't  it  though?  And  when  she 
threw  the  axe  at  me  I  thought  I'd  split." 
Annapolis  Log. 


The  Newest  Thing 
Fellows — 


^O0e' 


New  Spring 
Creations 

Particularly  Designed 
For  Co-ed  Wear 

Complete  Selection 

$(550_$2g50 
LILLIAN  HAT  SHOP 

Orrington  Hotel 


WHEN   YOU   WANT 

A   rLCCIXT   IN 
EVANXTC  N 

IT'S 

J€HN  WEILA.NI) 

1614  SHERMAN  AVE. 

University  0502—8607 


ASK  FOR 

MODEL  NO 

683 


—and  it's  a  ROYAL 

Made  to  Your  Personal  Measure 


The  Royal  Tailors  Inc. 

1641  Orrington  Avenue,  Evanston 

OPEN  TtJESDAY,   THURSDAY   AND    SATURDAY  EVENINGS 


PATHONIZE     PARROT    ADVCRTISERS-THCY     HAVE 
THE    BEST     OE    WHAT    VOL    WANT 


AUTOMOBILES: 

Rangecroft-FIotow,  Inc 28 

BEAUTY  SHOPS: 

Evanston  Beauty  Shop    4 

Marnette  Salon    29 

BOOKS: 

Chandler's,  Inc Inside  Back  Cover 

CIGARETTES: 

Camel    Back  Cover 

Chesterfield     27 

CONFECTION: 

Life  Savers 28 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Lord's Inside  Front  Cover 

DINING  PLACES: 

Hew's    2 

La  Fonda  Sandwich  Shop 28 

North  Shore  Hotel  CoflFee  Shop 30 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria    32 

FLOWERS: 

Alexander,  Florist 28 

London's    5 

John  Weiland    3 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 2 

HOTEL: 

The  Orrington Inside  Front  Cover 


JEWELER: 

Lee  Nelson 31 

MAGAZINES: 

College  Humor    Inside  Back  Cover 

Purple  Parrot 32 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Browning  King  &  Co 31 

Hecht-Lears,  Inc Inside  Front  Cover 

Royal   Tailors    3 

MISCELLANEOUS: 

Coca  Cola    1 

Western  Electric    6 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe   &   Co 2 

PHOTOGRAPHY: 

Matzene  Studio    Inside  Back  Cover 

SHOES: 

Arch-Aid  Shoe  Shop    30 

Kotz  Shoe  Stores 5 

TAILORING: 

David  E.  Nord 4 

TRAVEL: 

French  Line 29 

WOMEN'S  WEAR: 

Frank  Sullivan,  Inc 2 

Edgar  A.  Stevens,  Inc 5 

Jarvis  Cut-and-Fit  Shop 30 

Lillian  Hat  Shop 3 


STUDENT 
SPECIAL 

Eugene,  Realistic  and  Keen 

Waves,  including  Trim, 

Shampoo,   Finger    Wave 

ti^C    CA  Money  Back 

*P0.0U  Guarantee 

We  give  genuine  Eugene  and 
Realistic  Waves.     (Insist  on 
these      names     on     every 
wrapper.) 
Trim  and  Shampoo  aod 

Finfier  Wave  Marcel 


$1.00 


$1.25 


Above  Lyon  &  Healy 


Evanston  Beauty  Shop 

615  Davis  Street 

University  0957 


2603  Prairie  Avenue 


Evanston 


DAVID  E.  NORD 

Cleaners  and  Dyers 

Tailoring  and  Repairing 
Remodelling 

Our  work  's  our  best  recommendation 

Greenleaf  1482 
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Aggravated  Prof. :  Listen  here,  fresh- 
man— are  you  teaching  this  class  or 
am  I? 

Dumb  One:     I'm  not. 

A.  P. :  Well,  then,  don't  talk  like  an 
idiot. 


Poor  old  Hiram.  He  went  up  to 
New  York  determined  to  make  his  for- 
tune pulling  some  skin  games  on  inno- 
cent strangers.  However,  the  first  fel- 
low he  tried  to  sell  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
to,  turned  out  to  be  the  owner  of  the 
darn  thing,  and  if  Hi  hadn't  paid  him 
ten  dollars  to  keep  quiet,  the  man 
would  have  had  him  arrested. 

Brown  Jug. 

"What  shall  I  do?  I'm  engaged  to 
a  man  who  says  he  simply  can't  bear 
children." 

"Well,  you  can't  expect  too  much 
from  a  husband." 

Sour  Owl. 


Notice  (outside  second  hand  store)  : 
Mrs.  Molinsky,  having  cast-off  clothes, 
now  invites  inspection. 

Yale  Record. 


What  is  love? 

Love  is  when  a  girl  wearing  a  long 
white  dress  will  ride  to  a  formal  in  a 
fellow's  rattle-trap,  moth-eaten,  dust- 
laden,  topless  automobile. 

Wampus. 


NEW  SPRING  STYLES 


IN 


BLUE,  GREEN  and  BEIGE 
ALL   €NE    PRICE 


HOSIERY 
SPECIAL 


122 


SHOES  |\C)Xi  HOSIERY 
619  DAVIS  STREET 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

t^~~  ^^^        .  THINK.    OF 


<^>iUon6 


'^'EVA^N^sTo^Vr."-      Phone  URiversityfc32-754Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


Miss  Dorothy  Verges,  a  popular  Northwestern 
Junior  and  member  of  Phi  Beta  Pi,  poses  in  an  ador- 
able $25  printed  sleeveless  frock  with,  a  clever  cape 
from  the  wide  collection  of  attractive  fashions  at  the 
Edgar  A.  Stevens  Shop. 


The  smart  collegienne  will  find  here  the  perfect 
answer  to  every  wardrobe  problem.  Apparel 
that  proves  you  can  multiply  your  smartness  by 
the  simple  addition  of  Stevens'  fashions  with- 
out subtracting  too  much  from  your  allowance. 
The  sporting  things  to  wear  to  class;  informals 
for  rushing  parries,  for  fraternity  dances;  for- 
mals  for  the  big  affairs — utterly  charming,  ever 
so  intriguing — $25  to  $65. 

The  accessories  chosen  by  Miss  Verges 
and  shown  in  the  sketch; 

A  Dobbs  linol  hat  in  black $15 

A  black  calfskin  zipper  bag, 

"snake  trimmed $5 

A  pair  of  black  Kislav  gloves $4.50 

A  choker  of  gold-color  and  black.  .  .  .$6.50 


£daatJl.Sh/Bm.lnc 

1024  Orwigtofi  yjltwftuut' 


PURPLE 
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and  that  holds  for  careers,  too! 


LOOK  where  you  are  going.  It's 
J  a  method  that  gets  the  hockey 
player  through  —  and  a  business  man 
on  the  way  to  success.  The  fellow 
who  scores  consistently  is  the  one  who 
picks  his  course. 

Yet  many  a  man  comes  out  of 
college,  eager  to  make  a  name 
for  himself  in  business,  who  has 


failed  to  look  where  he  is  going  — 
who  has  no  definite  goal  in  sight. 
While  you're  still  in  college,  study 
yourself  above  all  else  — analyze  your 
interests  and  capabilities.  Get  all  the 
help  and  advice  you  can  from 
your  faculty  adviser.  Pick  the 
kind  of  work  you'll  like  best. 
And  after  graduation  —  go  to  it  1 


SINCE         1 


MANUFACTURERS         FOR        THE        BELL        SYSTEM 
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MORE  POPULAR  TRAVEL 
FALLACIES 

1.  That  the  gentlemen  of  America 
who  so  loudly  prefer  Temperance 
to  Prohibition  practice  it  when  in 
Havana  or  Paris. 

2.  That  a  charming  flirtation  the  third 
day  out  is  the  certain  harbinger  of 
an  extended  love  affair. 

3.  That  England  should  be  spelled 
with  a  capital  Tea. 

4.  That  it  is  good  sport  to  work  one's 
way  across  on  a  cattle  boat. 

5.  That  Sloppy  Joe's  is  the  American 
Club  of  Havana. 

6.  That  the  customs  inspectors  can  in- 
variably spot  a  guilty  passenger  by 
the  expression  on  his  face. 

7.  That  all  the  well-groomed  gentle- 
men in  the  club  car  are  card-sharps. 

8.  That  one  may  not  become  just  as 
sick  in  an  aeroplane. 

9.  That  the  entire  female  population 
of  Paris  accosts  one  on  the  street. 

10.  That  all  inexperienced  travelers  on 
Pullmans  try  to  sleep  in  the  little 
hammock,  and  that  all  old  maids 
in  outboard  cabins  put  their  clothes 
away  in  the  cupboard  with  the 
glass  door.  _ 


Absent-Minded  Explorer  (finding  a 
grain  of  sand  in  his  soup) :  Hurrah! 
Hurrah!     At  last  I've  found  land." 


Hawaii  grass  crop  fails.    One  million 
girls  die  of  exposure. 

"A  girl  fell  on  an  Evanston  sidewalk 
and  killed  herself." 
"Break  her  neck?" 
"No.     Drowned." 


C— SIX 

The  boat  began  to  roll  and  pitch, 

The  judge  clung  to  the  rail ; 

He  didn't  like  the  bounding  waves, 

His  solemn  face  grew  pale. 

But  happily  a  clever  thought 

Came  to  his  legal  brain; 

He  overruled  the  motion 

And  felt  all  right  again. 

"What  souvenir   did   Johnnie  bring 
back  from  Constantinople.'" 
"A  coupla  Turkish  towels." 

A  woman  recently  got  a  divorce  in 
Chicago  because  her  husband  beat  her 
to  a  street  car. 


He  was  as  happy  as  a  grasshopper  at 
the  Hawaiian  National  Clothing  Con- 
vention. 


TOLD  IN  IRAN 
"Oh,  Shah!    Let  us  go  to  Resht." 
"Oh,  hell!     I  ain't  tired  yet." 


"When    in    Rome    did    you    do    as    the 
Romans  do?" 

"No,  my  wife  was  with  me." 


SONG  OF  SADNESS 

They  said  'twas  fun  to  travel, 

To  see  what  others  did, 
To  visit  mosque  and  igloo. 

Kiosk  and  pyramid; 
And  so  I  left  my  doorstep 

To  ramble  round  the  sphere, 
To  mingle  with  the  Heathen 

And  soak  up  atmosphere. 

But  now  I  know  that  travel 

Has  many  drawbacks,  too. 
I'm  always  sorely  seasick 

When  on  the  bounding  blue. 
My  money  goes  for  tipping, 

For  views  and  souvenirs, 
And  baths  cannot  be  gotten 

With  money,  love  or  tears. 

But  most  I  lose  my  baggage 

At  every  port  of  call. 
So  when  I  want  my  neckties 

They  can't  be  found  at  all. 
My  grips  and  bags  are  hidden, 

I  cannot  find  my  trunk. 
And  I've  long  since  decided 

That  travel  is  the  bunk. 

G.  A.  B. 


One  of  the  dirtiest  hoboes  ever  known 
fell  asleep  on  a  freight  train  and  went 
clean  to  Kansas  City.  Now  what  do 
you  think  about  that? 


"Officer,    there's   an   idiot   following 
my  wife." 

"Idiot?    You  don't  know  the  man!" 
"Officer,  you  don't  know  my  wife." 


"I  hear  that  Mortimer  is  following 
swimming  as  a  profession." 

"Yes.  He's  a  street  cleaner  in 
Venice." 
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to  Stay. 


by  Jennings  Jones 


N  the  Otrantia,  going  over,  Bill  and  I  shared  a  cabin 
and  neckties  and  confidences  and  we  were  both  well 
enough  satisfied  with  the  arrangement.  We  went  up 
to  Paris  together  and  began  looking  for  some  place 
Finally  we  located  a  pretty  good  room  down  on  the 
Left  Bank.  The  plumbing  was  a  bit  queer — nothing  like  home 
—but  we  weren't  too  particular.    After  all,  this  was  Paris. 

Bill  called  up  a  friend  of  his  who  lived  over  by  the  Sor- 
bonne  and  he  came  over.  He  knew  some  girls,  of  course,  so 
that  night  we  took  in  the  Agile  Rabbit  and  the  Black  Cat  and 
the  Dead  Rat — in  fact,  the  whole  zoo.  The  next  morning  we 
both  of  us  felt  dry.   Champagne  does  that. 

We  loafed  around  in  the  daylight  hours  and  got  used  to  sit- 
ting out  on  the  sidewalk,  drinking  cocktails  and  waiting  for  it 
to  rain.  It  never  did  rain.  Every  now  and  then  we  met  some 
new  girls  and  then  we  went  to  Zelli's.  We  always  started  out 
to  go  somewhere  else,  but  we  always  got  to  Zelli's  sooner  or 
later.    How  should  I  know  why? 

We  knew  some  people  who  were  coming  through  on  a  tour- 
ist party  so  we  went  over  to  their  hotel  to  find  them.  They 
weren't  in,  but  we  saw  some  girls  that  looked  lonesome.  There 
was  a  blonde  one  and  a  dark  one.  Bill  liked  the  dark  one.  I 
didn't  care  which. 

We  went  over  to  them  and  Bill  said,  ' "Parlay- vous  Anglay," 
or  something  like  that.   I  don't  think  it  was  very  good  French. 

The  dark  one  said,  "Sure,  we're  from  Chicago." 

And  so  we  got  acquainted. 

The  dark  one's  name  was  Jane  and  my  girl  was  named 
Merillion.  I  never  could  think  of  that  so  I  always  called  her 
Betty.  Why  not?  She  was  kind  of  beautiful,  too.  Dumb,  of 
course — but  what  the  hell?   This  was  Paris. 

And  it  turned  out  that  Betty  knew  a  girl  that  was  married 
to  a  man  that  used  to  work  for  Bill's  uncle  up  in  Green  Bay. 
It's  funny  how  small  the  world  is,  isn't  it? 

That  night  we  went  to  Zelli's.  There  were  some  other 
Americans  there.  Several.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  waiters  were 
about  the  only  Frenchmen.  Anyway,  Jane  and  Betty  liked  the 
place.   They  saw  some  people  from  Oak  Park  that  they  knew. 

I  think  Bill  drank  a  little  too  much.  He  got  autobiographi- 
cal and  that's  always  bad.  He  told  Jane 
we  were  just  a  couple  of  college  boys  over 
for  the  summer.  After  that  the  girls  were 
a  little  high-hat.  They'd  both  already 
flunked  out  of  Wisconsin  and  they  weren't 
in  the  habit  of  going  about  with  college 
boys. 

Finally  we  got  the  girls  back  to  the  ho- 
tel and  we  went  home.    Bill  was  in  pretty  bad  shape.    Neither 
of  us  woke  up  until  noon.    Then  we  went  to  look  for  a  drink 
of  water. 

After  a  while  we  took  a  taxi  and  drove  over  to  the  girls'  ho- 
tel. The  taxi-driver  wore  whiskers  and  he  drove  like  a  Bol- 
shevik. I  waited  in  the  cab  while  Bill  went  in  to  leave  a  note  for 
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Jane.    When  he  came  out  he 
was  looking  depressed. 

He  got  into  the  cab  and 
then  he  said,  "We  came  over 
to  see  Europe,  didn't  we?" 

"Well,"  I  said,  "I've 
heard  that  that  was  the  gen- 
eral intention." 

"Well,  what  are  we  going 
to  do  about  it?" 

"We're  seeing  it,  aren't 
we?" 

"Paris,  maybe.  Do  you 
think  that's  all  of  Europe?" 

"I  don't  know,  Bill. 
That's  all  I've  ever  heard 
my  friends  speak  about." 

Bill  grunted,  so  I  shut  up. 

"What  time  do  we  leave. 
Bill?" 

"We  get  a  train  for  Rome 
tomorrow.  The  girls  have 
left." 

We  went  down  to  Avignon  and  then  to  Nice  and  then  to 
Genoa  and  then  to  Pisa.  It  took  four  days.  We  gave  up 
trying  to  keep  clean  and  cool  after  the  first  day.  After  we 
got  into  Italy  I  couldn't  do  anything  but  sleep,  and  I  couldn't 
do  that  very  comfortably.  I  was  stretched  out,  snoring,  when 
Mussolini  came  into  the  compartment.  Anyway  it  was  all 
decked  out  in  uniform  and  it  looked  like  Mussolini.  It  was 
quite  upset  about  something.  It  seems  it  didn't  like  the  way  I 
had  my  feet  up  in  the  seat  across  from  me.  It  kept  jabbering, 
and  finally  we  had  to  give  it  some  lire  to  keep  it  quiet. 

We  found  the  girls  at  Pisa  without  much  trouble.  They 
didn't  seem  especially  glad  to  see  us.  They'd  found  some 
friends  there  from  Sioux  City  and  they  were  perfectly  happy. 
But  Bill  was  pleased  as  could  be  to  see  Jane  again.  He  was 
pretty  far  gone  over  the  girl,  although  I  didn't  think  she  was 
so  much.  Just  one  more  dark  lady  in  someone's  life.  She  was 
a  little  too  healthy  and  hea\7-set  for  me. 
I  like  mine  thinner. 

Betty  was  thinner,  all  right,  but  I  didn't 
like  her  so  much.  I  like  a  girl  who  can 
be  serious  once  in  a  while  and  who  reads 
things  and  can  talk  about  them.  Betty 
didn't  even  belong  to  a  book  club.  She 
never  read  the  Netv  Yorker  or  the  Satur- 
day Evening  Post.  You  can  imagine  what  a  hard  time  I  had 
to  keep  the  conversation  going. 

Well,  we  met  them  again  in  Rome  and  went  to  the  Colos- 
seum to  look  at  the  moon.  It  was  a  very  nice  moon.  It  made 
Bill  feel  particularly  romantic,  but  the  mosquitoes  were  bad 
and  that  was  a  big  handicap.     Bill  and  I  smoked  some  lousy 
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Egyptian  Zigaretten,  but  not  even  that  had  much  effect — on 
the  mosquitoes. 

Bill  couldn't  seem  to  impress  the  little  girl.  She  just  wasn't 
interested — that  was  all — and  she  made  no  attempt  to  conceal 
the  fact.  She  was  a  candid  youngster,  and  when  she  meant 
no  she  said  it.     Even  at  that  Bill  wasn't  discouraged. 

He  tried  to  arrange  something  for  the  next  night,  but  the 
girls  just  didn't  respond.  They  were  busy  with  the  traveling 
bond  salesmen  from  Sioux  City. 

We  hung  around  a  couple  of  days  before  we  got  a  break. 
The  Iowa  boy  friends  had  left  town,  it  seemed,  and  the  little 
girls  were  all  alone  in  a  wicked  city.  Bill  rallied  to  the  rescue. 
He's  gallant  that  way.  Sure,  we'd  come  around  and  take  them 
out. 

We  went  up  to  a  little  dance  palace  in  the  Villa  Borghese 
on  the  Pincion  Hill.  Soft  lights  and  bad  music.  Every  now 
and  then  we  went  out  in  the  park  to  look  for  the  stames.  We 
never  found  them.  The  last  time  Bill  and  Jane  went  out  they 
didn't  come  back  for  a  long  time. 

Bill  was  pretty  much  pleased  with  the  evening.  He  insisted 
that  he  was  really  making  progress.  Who  was  I  to  discourage 
him?    I  owed  him  some  money. 

The  next  day  the  girls  went  to  Naples.  We  happened  to  be 
going  that  way  too.  Things,  it  appeared,  were  looking  up. 
Not  that  I  was  concerned,  you  understand.  Betty  and  I  couldn't 
seem  to  get  along.  But  then  I  was  willing  to  manage  it  some 
way  to  keep  Bill  satisfied.   I  did  owe  him  some  money. 

We,  hadn't  been  in  Naples  more  than  a  couple  of  days  when 
the  girls  said  they  were  going  to  Capri.  We  happened  to  be 
going  that  way  too.  Well,  we  got  a  car  and  drove  out  over  the 
mountains  to  Sorrento.  Bill  was  sort  of  half-sick  that  night. 
We'd  stopped  at  an  ex-monastery  at  Amalfi  to  eat  and  the 
food  was  the  same  that  they'd  had  on  hand  when  they'd  opened 
for  business  in  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury. Well,  anyway,  I  thought 
that  some  spumante  would 
make  Bill  forget  that  he  was 
feeling  badly.  We  sat  around 
and  drank  all  evening.  What 
else  is  there  to  do  in  Sorrento? 

The  next  morning  we  almost 
drank  the  Bay  of  Naples  dry. 
Then  we  took  a  little  two- 
by-four  steamer  out  to  Capri. 
There  were  some  cadets  on 
board  from  West  Point  all 
dressed  up  in  uniform.  I  took 
a  look  at  them  and  it  made  me 
feel  a  little  sad  for  Bill.  The 
girl  friends  fell  for  anything 
in  uniform.  If  the  Italian  bell- 
hops had  been  a  little  larger 
you'd  have  never  got  them 
north  of  the  Alps. 

It  seems  there  was  a  ground 
swell.  The  bay  looked  smooth 
enough,  but  the  little  tub  we 


were  in  swayed  like  an  American  in  Paris.  Bill  kept  getting 
paler  and  paler.    I  didn't  feel  any  too  well  myself. 

But  it  didn't  seem  to  bother  the  girls.  They  kept  their  eyes 
on  the  cadets  and  I  began  to  feel  that  we  weren't  wanted. 
Then  Bill  got  sick.  We  were  standing,  all  four  of  us,  on  the 
prow  of  the  boat  watching  the  flying  fish  when  suddenly  Bill 
left.  He  didn't  say  he  was  going;  he  just  made  a  break  for 
it.    Jane  took  one  look  at  him  and  then  she  started  to  laugh. 

She  called  out  after  him:  "You  ought  not  to  go  sailing, 
big  boy,  unless  you've  got  a  steady  head  and  a  strong  stomach." 

Then  she  made  up  with  the  cadets.  What  chance  has  anyone 
when  the  sailors  are  around? 

We  were  through.  I  don't  know  where  the  girls  went,  but 
we  went  to  Germany.  They  have  beer  in  Germany.  We  found 
that  out. 

Then  Bill  got  a  cold.  We  met  some  people  in  Munich  from 
Indianapolis,  and  they  gave  him  some  capsules  to  cure  it.  The 
capsules  not  only  knocked  his  cold,  but  they  knocked  him 
cold.  He  was  sicker  than  a  dog  for  a  couple  of  days.  It 
wasn't  the  beer  either.  They  must  have  been  the  wrong  cap- 
sules. 

Well,  we  went  to  England.  Bill  saw  a  girl  from  Lake 
Forest  he  used  to  know,  but  they  weren't  on  speaking  terms 
any  more. 

Pretty  soon  we  went  broke.  Bill  ran  out  of  money.  It  was 
time  to  go  home. 

We  got  on  the  boat  at  Southampton.  When  we  docked  at 
Havre  we  stood  out  on  deck  and  watched  the  people  get  on. 
All  of  sudden  Bill  let  out  a  yell.  Who  should  he  have  seen 
but  our  old  friends  Betty  and  Jane.  I  wasn't  glad  to  see  them, 
but  I  guess  Bill  had  been  pining  away  all  these  weeks. 

We  got  a  table  in  the  dining  salon  with  them  and  we  saw 
them  quite  a   lot.      Too  much.      (Concluded  on   page   30) 


We  loafed  around  in  the  daylight  hours  and  got  used  to  sitting  out  on  the  side- 
walk. 
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e  a  dime's  worth  of  corn 


COMPRENEZ  VOUS? 

Her  hair  was  flaxen,  soft; 

Her  eyes  were  blue  and  round. 

I  held  her  hand  in  mine — 

She  never  made  a  sound. 

She  didn't  know  my  English; 

I  didn't  know  her  French. 

We  sat  there  dumb  together 

Upon  a  cold  park  bench. 

]  moved  a  little  nearer, 

I  smiled  and  she  smiled,  too ; 

There  was  so  much  to  tell  her, 

So  much  that  we  could  do. 

But  when  I  winked  and  nudged  her, 

She  jumped  and  looked  askance. 

I  didn't  need  to  translate 

The  meaning  of  that  glance. 

M.  W. 


"Have    you    heard,    May    is    terribly 
sick!" 

"Yeh?" 

"I  should  say.     She's  been  in  bed  al- 
most a  week." 

"Yeh?" 

"Gosh,  it's  awful.     She  just  lies  in 
bed  and  suffers." 

"Yeh?" 

"And  she  has  a  temperature  of  101." 

"Uh-huh." 

"Why,   she  hasn't  eaten   a  thing  in 
three  days." 

"Migod,  why  didn't  you  tell  me  she 
was  so  sick!" 
10 


COURSES  OF  DIVERSITY  ON  A 
FLOATING   UNIVERSITY 

Introductive  Preparation, 
As  Historical  Foundation, 
An  Adopted  Situation. 

An  hour  of  Syncopation, 
With  SufBcient  Application, 
Will  change  the  Occupation. 

In  case  of  Palpitation, 
Take  Murad  Inhalation, 
With  Applied  Sophistication. 

Biological  Progression, 

Laws  of  Courting  and  Succession, 

Constitutional  Discretion. 

Bibulous  Perfection, 
Prescribed  before  Dejection, 
In  case  of  a  Rejection. 

M.  D. 


"What  do  you  say  to  a  date?" 

•Yes." 

'That's  fine.     May  I  have  a  date?" 


STOP  SIGNALS 


THEY  SAID  AND  THEY  DIED 

1.  "Now  this  is  going  to  hurt  just  a 
little  bit." 

2.  "This  one  has  a  real  kick  to  it — 
I  made  it  myself." 

3.  "I  forgot  to  do  my  lesson  for  to- 
day." 

4.  "Hang  on  tight — we're  going 
around  a  curve." 

5.  "I  wonder  what  will  happen  if  I 
touch  this  wire." 

6.  "I  say.  Officer,  where  can  I  find  a 
policeman?" 

7.  "I  guess  this  ice  will  hold  me  up." 

8.  "During  spring  vacation  I  want 
you  to  read  two  books  and  hand  in 
a  report." 

9.  'You  should  have  led  with  your 
ace." 

10.  "I'll  show  you  how  I  used  to  do 
the  swan  dive  when  I  was  your 
age." 

11.  "Want  a  tip  on  the  stock  market?" 

12.  "Class  dismissed." 

13.  "And  now  I'll  tell  you  about  my 
trip  abroad." 

N.  E. 


Danger — Railroad  Crossing. 
Pull  over  to  the  side. 
Red  lights. 
No. 


"Where  do  figs  come  from?" 
"Fig  trees." 

"And  where  do  dates  come  from?" 
"U.  H.  steps." 


"Jumpin'  jimminies!    When  I  look  dis  job  I  didn't  know  I  was  gonna  hafta  walk 
to  Yurp!" 
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A  TRAGIC  BALLAD 
(to  the  tune  "St.  James  Infirmary" ) 

Over  at  Bob  and  Ernies 

Cigarette  smoke  filled  the  air; 

The  cokes  flowed  free  as  usual, 
For  a  goodly  crowd  was  there. 

Ignored  sat  a  lonesome  Phi  Delt; 

His  eyes  were  bloodshot  and  red. 
I  asked  him  what  his  trouble  was, 

And  this  is  what  he  said: 

"I  went  to  the  Delta  G.  house 

To  see  my  baby  there; 
She  was  dating  a  lowly  Phi  Psi 

And  decided  to  give  me  the  air. 

"I  went  to  the  Beach  to  find  her ; 

She  danced  with  that  other  guy; 
She  shuddered  when  she  saw  me 

And  I  looked  her  in  the  eye. 

"I  cut  in  on  my  baby 

And  danced  her  off  the  floor. 
We  found  an  empty  cloak-room 

And  then  softly  closed  the  door. 

"She  asked  to  be  forgiven, 
She  laid  her  hand  on  my  arm. 

I  threw  her  roughly  from  me — 
She  gave  a  scream  of  alarm. 

"I  picked  up  a  plaster. statue 
And  hit  her  on  the  head. 

She  fell  on  the  floor  before  me. 
My  God,  she  lay  there  dead! 

She's  gone,  let  her  go,  good  riddance; 

But  let  this  a  lesson  be — 
That  two  is  enough  for  a  party, 

And  a  Phi  Psi  makes  it  three. 

"When  I  die,  let  me  go  to  Heaven, 
Where  the  happy  Phi  Delts  live; 

While  the  Phi  Psi  bakes  below  me 
I'll  forget  but  never  forgive." 

M.  IF. 


Bore  (discussing  poetic  justice  in 
short  story  class)  :  But  I'm  sure  that  it 
is  just  as  tragic  for  one  to  be  out  one's 
mind  as  to  be  dead. 

Prof:  But,  Mr.  Jones,  how  can  you 
be  sure?  Surely  you  have  never  been 
dead.? 


When  your  plane  catches  on  fire 


be  nonchalant. 


The  artist  lay  upon  the  floor,  his  head 
dented  and  his  ribs  broken.  About  him 
lay  the  shattered  remains  of  his  great 
statue  of  Venus  picking  asparagus  tips. 
And  all  of  this  happened  simply  be- 
cause he  believed  that  to  be  successful 
a  man  must  throw  himself  into  his  work. 


"My  girl  just  had  a  finger  wave." 
"At  the  beauty  parlor?" 
"No,  at  the  professor." 


"I  should  worry  about  money.    I  have 
CrcESus  in  my  trousers." 


Teacher:    Johnny,  I'm  surprised!   Do 
you  know  any  more  jokes  like  that? 
Johnny:     Yes,  teacher. 
Teacher:    Well,  stay  after  school. 


Teacher:  What  animal  is  noted  for 
its  shyness  and  that  lives  in  the  forest? 

Johnnie:     I  don't  know,  teacher. 

Teacher:  What  does  your  father  call 
your  mother? 

Johnnie:  Oh,  now  I  know — a  jack- 
ass. 
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DRAMA 


Ey  Allan  A.  Edelson 


It  is  not  unusual  that  five  notices  be- 
low refer  to  comedies  and  a  sixth  to  a 
revival.  Chicago  always  has  an  excess 
of  shows  designed  to  tickle,  and  almost 
always  a  dearth  of  shows  that  do  tickle, 
so  that  a  frequent  playgoer  soon  be- 
comes sick  with  humor  that  does  not 
function.  Frankly,  I  am  in  hopes  that 
Chicagoans  will  some  day  bare  their 
teeth  and  show  a  desire  for  something 
besides  thin  comedy.  Until  then  the 
only  sort  of  drama  we  will  see  is  the 
spoon-fed,  Shaw-O'Neill  type,  because 
the  mob  has  shown  a  provoking  indif- 
ference for  splendid  drama  from  un- 
known pens.     They  like  comedy. 


Your  Uncle  Dudley  offered  many  of 
us  a  last  glimpse  at  the  late  Raymond 
Hitchcock.  It  is  here  again,  at  the  Cort 
this  time,  with  Thomas  Ross  in  Hitchy's 
part,  and  Mrs.  Jacques  Martin  in  her 
old  delicious  part.  Mr.  Ross  is  no 
Hitchcock,  but  he  meets  this  speedy 
small-town  comedy  with  a  smack  that 
produces  laughs  with  tickling  gusto. 
Mrs.  Martin's  nosey,  merry-eyed,  titter- 
ing grandmother  is  a  highlight  in  a 
season  of  delighting  gran'meres.  She 
seems  an  absolute  natural.  Lindsay  and 
Robinson,  who  stumbled  with  Tommy, 
present  a  finely-turned,  superficial  inci- 
dent of  a  country  sucker  who  gets  an 
education  on  how  to  dodge  a  touch. 


Strictly  Dishonorable  (Adelphi)  is 
one  of  the  notable  washouts  of  this  or 
any  other  year.  It  is  false  pretense,  per- 
sonified. After  the  New  York  press 
turns  out  in  regular  4th  of  July  brass- 
band  style  to  welcome  this  milestone  of 
the  theatre,  the  stomach  sort  of  drops  a 
notch  when  we  find  a  feeble  comedy, 
uncertain,  flibby-flabby  dirtiness,  and  a 
terrible  play.  Between  the  irritating,  in- 
expert vocal  noises  and  action  of  Mar- 
garet Perry,  the  16-year-old  wonder,  and 
the  downright  inability  of  Edward 
12 


Raquello  as  an  Italian  warbler,  there 
isn't  a  shred  left  to  search  out  for  praise. 
It  is  difficult  to  understand  why  10,000 
acting  persons  should  be  out  of  work, 
with  such  crimes  as  this  on  record. 


Rachel  Crother's  Let  Us  Be  Gay 
(Studebaker)  is  the  finest  of  the  expert 
comedies  in  the  current  batch.  It  stores 
in  our  theatrical  memories  two  charac- 
ters, or  I  should  say,  one  character,  an 
old  female  dragon,  and  puts  a  sparkling 
finish  to  one  other.  You  see,  the  di- 
vorcee heroine  turns  up  three  years 
after  the  prologue,  at  Mrs.  Boucicauli's 
place  in  Westchester.  Francine  Larri- 
more (cheer,  cheer!),  the  heroine,  seems 


to  have  lived  those  years,  "liking  one 
place  as  long  as  she  was  sure  she  was 
going  to  another."  Who  cares  that  her 
quondam  husband  is  flinging  about  with 
Boucie's  giddy  granddaughter,  and  who 
cares  when  one  immediately  feels  that 
the  two  will  Lohengrin  it  again? 

Nobody.  Everyone  is  devouring  the 
gteat,  big  Crab,  the  superegoistic  old 
watch-dog,  Mrs.  Boucicault,  played  with 
perfection  by  Charlotte  Granville.  "Isn't 
she  like  Mrs.  Pmnpernickel?"  you'll  ask 
with  the  rest,  if  I  know  what  I  mean. 
Kenneth  Hunter  does  great  as  an  im- 
peccable, tidy  Britisher,  and  Barry 
O'Neill  is  as  cocksure  as  he  was  with  the 
late  Miss  Eagels  in  Her  Cardboard 
Lover. 

Miss  Larrimore  is  adept  at  unconven- 
tional dialogue  which  has  a  snap,  but 


she  does  not  whip  her  conversations  to 
a  climax  when  the  curtain  descends. 
She  has  a  gift  of  repartee,  modified  by 
a  dependence  on  the  opportune  injec- 
tion of  violent  colloquialism.  How- 
ever, the  play  is  racy  and  gay  all  the 
way. 


With  Holiday,  by  Philip  Barry,  the 
Goodman  players  capably  strangle  the 
tasteless  and  undeserved  notion  that 
they  are  an  art  company.  They  step 
into  the  molds  as  smoothly  as  their 
brethren  of  the  commercial  ilk.  When 
Paris  Bound  was  running,  critics  hit  on 
the  succinct  idea  of  calling  Mr.  Barry 
a  better  writer  than  a  plajrwright;  and 
although  Holiday  is  more  active  and 
better  than  its  predecessor,  the  same 
phrase,  with  moderation,  can  be  used 
again.  It  is  the  old  trouble  of  trying 
to  stage  an  "idea." 

The  idea,  which  has  seen  light  before, 
concerns  an  interesting  young  man, 
wealthy  by  his  own  wits  at  30,  who 
wants  to  meet  life  while  he  still  has  red 
blood,  and  then  if  his  cash  runs  low,  to 
tackle  business  again  at  45  or  50.  It  is 
a  worthy  philosophy,  and  many  young- 
sters— and  I  daresay,  more  oldsters — 
see  its  merits.  But  the  people  in  the 
seats,  seeing  this  fellow  throw  away  a 
sure  million,  and  sensing  that  they  will 
never  have  a  mercenary  sufficiency,  can- 
not, and  do  not  desire,  to  understand 
such  monkeyshines.  And  Big  Business, 
"caricatured,"  tromps  home  in  a  walk. 

Ellen  Root,  as  the  rich  girl  who  un- 
derstands the  fellow,  has  struck  her  most 
fitting  role.  If  the  lines  remain  un- 
changed, the  fit  cannot  be  surpassed  even 
on  Broadway.  Carl  Kroenke,  Neal 
Caldwell,  and  Roman  Bohnen,  the  lat- 
ter splashing  forth  a  swell  after-dinner 
success  talk,  are  especially  good. 
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TRAVELING  SALESMAN 

What  some  of  these  nasty  Northwest- 
ern co-eds  won't  do.  This  happened 
at  the  game. 

A  group  of  Awful  Phis,  D.  G.'s  or 
what  have  you  were  viewing  the  game, 
when  one  sweet  innocent  pricked  up 
her  ears  at  this  remark  from  behind: 
""Have  you  heard  the  latest  about  the 
traveling  salesman?"  The  young  love- 
ly's ears  flapped  in  the  breeze. 

""There  was  a  traveling  salesman  in 
the  Ozark  Plateaus  one  summer  when 
it  was  very  hot.  He  sauntered  up  to  an 
old  man  who  was  from  thar-abouts  and 
asked : 

""  "Have  you  any  ice.''' 

•"  "Ice?' 

"'  "Yeh,  ice.' 

""  'Hah,  hah!  Who  ever  heard  of  ice 
in  summer.'  " 

Tsk,  Tsk — poor  girls. 


NOW  IT'S  HOT  AND  NOW  IT'S 
COLD 

Doctor:  What  you  need  is  a  change 
of  climate. 

Patient:  Good!  I  thought  maybe 
you'd  want  me  to  leave  Chicago. 


Little  Willie,  rough  as  hell, 
Threw  his  sister  down  the  well. 
Said  his  mother,  drawing  water: 
"Gee,  it's  hard  to  raise  a  daughter. 


The  poor  naked  Armenians  didn't 
have  a  stitch  of  clothing  to  wear,  so  they 
sat  on  their  front  porches  and  knitted 
their  brows. 


Man,  hailing  a  taxi: 
well  met." 


'Hail,  Yellow, 


Captain  (proudly)  :  And  I've  been 
on  this  boat  for  the  last  six  years. 

Passenger:  Well,  well,  and  where 
did  you  get  on? 

Poet  on  Board  Ship:  My  heart  is  in 
the  ocean — 

Seasick  Passenger:  Boy,  you  got  me 
beat. 


H.:     "You  should  see  the  new  altar  in 
our  church." 

S.:     "Lead  me  to  it!" 


PHILANTHROPY 

Feb.  23.  The  annual  play  was  given 
today  to  raise  money  for  the  Lilac  Pag- 
eant. Society  turned  out  in  full  force. 
The  object  of  the  organization  is  to  help 
needy  families. 

May  15.  Today  saw  the  Lilac  Pag- 
eant, which  is  to  aid  the  collection  of 
funds  for  the  Annual  Lawn  Party  at 
West  Oaks  Country  Club.  Society  turned 
out  in  full  force.  The  object  of  the  or- 
ganization is  to  help  needy  families. 

Aug.  10.  The  Annual  Lawn  Party 
was  held  today.  Proceeds  will  go  to  the 
Christmas  Party  Fund.  Society  turned 
out  in  full  force.  The  object  of  the 
organization  is  to  help  needy  families. 

Dec.  25.  The  Christmas  Party  took 
place  today  so  that  it  will  be  possible  to 
present  our  usual  annual  play.  Society 
turned  out  in  full  force.  The  object  of 
the  organization  is  to  help  needy  fami- 
lies. 


"I'm  just  crazy  when  I'm  away  from  you." 
'Yes,  I  know.     Out  of  sight,  out  of  mind.' 


Hurrah!  hurrah!  we  bring  the  company! 
Hurrah!   hurrah!    the   girls   out   for   a 

spree! 
So  we  brang  the  chorus  from  Atlanta  to 

the  sea, 
While  we  was  marching  thro'  Georgia. 

13 


A    HAMMER   AND 


Volume  X,  No.  6 


MARCH,  1930 


COFFIN     PUBLICATION 


EvANSTON,  Illinois 


Marion  Fry 
Maxine  Boord 
Jerome   Cook 
Donald  Dunn 
Harry  Malhberg 


Marie  Dapples 
Maudjean  Gail 
FiDO  Dilg 
Mary  Chessman 
Barbara  Jonson 


Editor-in-Chief 

Roy  RosENQUiST 
Art  Editor 

Irving  Brecer 

Associate  Editors 

Arthur  Knuepfer 
Editorial  Staff 


Art  Staff 


Exchange  Editor 

Helen  Potel 

Contributors 


Betty  Hastings 
Pauline  Smeed 

RiAM  Whitehead 
Alan    Edelson 

tN  Kellenberger 

[lle  M.  Bangert 

A.   B.   Moore 

Francis  Poe 

Sub  Short 

SEPHiNE  O'Brien 


Floyd  G.  Arpan 

John  Chastain 

W.   O.   Whitaker 


Jack  Ellis 


Business  Manager 

Randall  G.  Sprague 

Assistant  Business  Manager 

Eugene  E.  Husting 

Advertising  Manager 

Julius  Vieaux 

Advertising  Solicitors 


Subscription  Manager 

Adrienne  Grant 

Subscription  Staff 


Betty  Onderdonk 

Service  Manager 

Arthur  Reinckb 

Credit  Manager 

Howard  Dean 

Staff  Assistants 


Jones 


Member  Mid-West  College  Comics  Association.     Copyright  1930  by  the  Students  Publishing  Co.     Exclusive  reprint  rights  granted 
Entered  at  the  Post  Office  at  Evanston,  111.,  as  second  class  matter,  November,  1924. 
Twenty-five  Cents  the  Copy.     $1.75  the  Year. 


GflgeHmnOr  Magazine. 


Now  that  March  is  here,  we'd  hke  to 
fill  the  trunks  with  clothes  and  the  waste 
baskets  with  books.  Blow  the  horn. 
We're  heading  for  points  east  and  west. 
For  here's  the  annual  Travel  Number. 


We  dream  of  Gothic  cathedrals;  we 
long  for  Germany  and  France  and  Italy. 
But  they  are  not  far  across  the  Atlan- 
tic. They  are  a  part  of  our  class-to-class 
existence. 

The  Gothic  cathedrals  of  Munich  and 
Amiens  have  offsprings  in  the  form  of 
Garrett  and  University  Hall,  although 
U.  H.  has  jumped  so  far  that  Munich 
and  Amiens  should  be  ashamed  to  claim 
the  relationship. 
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Fisk  Hall  takes  us  to  France  during 
the  Renaissance,  and  Annie  May  Swift 
and  Science  Hall  bear  pockmarks  of 
Italy  during  a  later  period.  Harris  and 
Lunt  are  of  the  Renaissance.  And  the 
hall  of  the  money  changers  is  simply 
flooded  with  architecture — that  of  the 
Renaissance  and  Ancient  Rome.  Amer- 
ica has  built  two  good  buildings  of  its 
own,  Patten  Gym  and  Swift  Engineer- 
ing, but  has  meddled  in  all  the  others. 

As  to  Old  College,  Navy  Building, 
Fisk  Annex,  and  Mineralogy  Lab,  no 
stretch  of  the  imagination  can  make 
them  anything  but  what  they  are.  Worst 
of  all,  they  are  in  our  front  yard. 

So  here  within  an  iron  fence  is  a 
fear-inspiring  tabloid  of  adulterated 
architecture. 


At  the  present  time  we  have  no  ex- 
amples of  Samoan  or  Eskimo  buildings. 
But  hope  and  pray.  There  is  still  a 
library  to  be  erected. 


Because  of  the  heartlessness  of  an 
editor  and  because  of  the  limited  size 
of  a  page  in  his  magazine,  the  story  of 
the  Purple  Parrot  appears  this  month 
with  its  conclusion  clipped.  As  a  re- 
sult, an  account  of  the  Purple  Parrot 
under  the  editorships  of  Phil  Erbes  and 
William  Fetridge,  a  resume  of  the  pres- 
ent activities  of  former  business  man- 
agers, and  a  history  of  the  Board  of 
Publications  have  all  been  omitted. 

We  are  sorry  that  this  has  happened. 


P  U  RP  L 
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NEWS  SCENTS 

THAT  SCHOOLGIRL  COMPLEX- 
ION— -"There  are  remarkable  'types' 
among  these  priests,  the  aged  bishop, 
with  beetling  eyebrows  and  a  face 
studded  with  generous  warts;  fat,  gross 
ones ;  thin,  ascetic  ones,  and  one  kindly, 
young  one."  (Chicago  Neivs,  January 
25.) 

TURN  ON  THE  HOSE— "Gover- 
nors Invited  to  Flood  Congress."  (Chi- 
cago News,  February  5.) 

LOVE  IN  A  CELLAR— "Marrying 
Beneath  Station  Often  Wrecks  Homes, 
Psychologist  Avers."  (Northwestern 
Alumni  News,  February.) 

GIFT  OF  THE  GODS— "Swaney 
School  Teacher  Honored  by  Shower 
Feb.  1."  (Putnam  County  Record, 
Granville,  111.,  February  6.) 

SWAY-BACKED— "Hogs  Sag  After 
Repeating  Peak  Price  of  Year."  (Chi- 
cago News,  February  14.) 


WIS-BITS 


Flaming  youth  is  usually  found  where 
there's  money  to  burn. 

After  listening  to  all  the  fuss  they 
have  getting  these  chain  programs  to 
operate,  we  wonder  why  they  don't  put 
zippers  on  the  national  hook-ups. 

The  sheepskin,  so  dear  to  the  grad- 
uates of  the  past,  is  to  be  replaced  by 
the  more  appropriate  bologna  skin. 

Then  there's  the  student  who  always 
answers  rhetorical  questions. 

Father  is  still  the  same  boy  he  was 
when  he  worked  his  way  through  col- 
lege. The  only  change  is  that  now  he 
is  working  our  way  through. 

In  our  tireless  quest  for  knowledge  we 
have  discovered  that  Xylothrilrydrox 
gluthartic  acid  is  made  from  peanut 
shells.  Perhaps,  after  all,  science  will 
discover  some  use  for  old  safety  razor 
blades. 


Now  that  the  botany  department 
greenhouse  is  hiding  the  University,  a 
new  rule  must  be  added  to  the  student 
handbook:  "Students  who  have  classes 
in  Fisk's  upper  stories  must  not  throw 
stones."  This  rule  would  apply  to  in- 
structors also — in  the  objective  case. 

A  man  was  recently  fined  for  render- 
ing a  public  telephone  useless.  In  most 
cases  the  authorities  save  the  public  the 
bother. 

Maybe  this  Companionate  Marriage 
business  is  just  one  more  development 
of  the  deferred  payment  plan. 

There  is  a  story  that  the  Pullman  car 
was  really  invented  by  a  man  called 
Evans,  but  after  spending  a  night  in  one, 
he  changed  its  name  to  that  of  his  worst 
enemy. 

"There  are  twenty-seven  million  peo- 
ple in  the  United  States  who  cannot  af- 
ford automobiles — the  automobile  owa- 


BRINGS  HIS  NIGHTIE— "Man 
Who  Inherited  Million  Will  Spend 
Month  at  Opera."  (Philadelphia  Pub- 
lic Ledger,  February  19-) 

SLAVE  MARKET— "Job  of  Turn- 
ing Pledges  Into  Cash  Is  Begun."  (Chi- 
cago News,  February  20.) 

YOU'RE  IT!— "Meet  to  Select  U.  of 
I.  Prexy;  Chase  Favored."  (Chicago 
News,  February  20.) 

ORNATE— "Florid  Lady  Surprised 
on  80th  Anniversary."  (Putnam  County 
Record,  Granville,  111.,  February  20.) 

WHEN  DINING  OUT— "Put  Salted 
Nuts  on  Your  Menu."  (Chicago  Amer- 
ican, February  21.) 

BIG  BUSINESS— "Oak  Park  Apart- 
ment Turned  Over  in  Deal."  (Chicago 
News,  February  22.) 

HOW'LL  YOU     HAVE     "EM?— 

"Pasteurized  or    Raw,    Students    Can't 

Tell  Milk."  (Chicago  Post,   February 
24.) 


Clothes  Break  the  Man 
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ANNAEELLE  FEOM  AUKANSAS 


When  it  came  to  pass  that  Annabelle 
could  read  the  ups  and  downs  of  a  rail- 
way timetable,  she  made  her  first  long 
journey  away  from  her  dear  home  town 
of  Ozark  Oaks.  That  was  when  she 
went  to  college. 

She  could  have  gone  to  either  college 
in  Arkansas  with  much  less  effort  and 
drain  on  papa's  pocketbook,  but  some- 
how she  felt  she  must  go  to  the  very 
capital  of  culture  and  the  intellectual 
world.     So  she  chose  Northwestern. 

And  mama  had  her  reasons,  too. 
Wilfred  Wooser,  the  banker's  son,  was 
just  out  of  school,  and  in  a  tew  years 
possibly — but  the  average  reader 
shouldn't  think  of  this  yet. 

The  good-byes  were  pathetic.  Mama 
and  papa  and  all  of  Annabelle's  child- 
hood playmates  were  at  the  M.  N.  &  A. 
station,  locally  known  as  the  May  Never 
Arrive.  But  Annabelle  skipped  off  be- 
hind a  waiting  freight  train  to  pass  the 
last  moments  appropriately  with  Oscar. 
Oscar  is  not  the  same  young  man  mama 
has  in  mind,  you  understand.  There 
was  some  good  old  southern  reckoning 


(J«fK,«OSr.'« 


"John,  you're  sure  you  filled  the  goldfish 
bowl?" 
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as  to  her  whereabouts,  until  the  freight 
train  pulled  out  first,  according  to  Ar- 
kansas schedule,  and  Annabelle  and 
Oscar  were  left  out  in  full  view.  Mama 
fainted. 

Once  she  was  on  the  train,  Annabelle 
was  a  different  girl.  Her  green  ensem- 
ble, patterned  after  the  verdant  and 
gently  rolling  Ozark  foothills,  matched 
exactly  the  cover  of  the  American  Mer- 
cury, which  she  carried  for  effect. 

Annabelle  was  not  exactly  dumb ;  she 
was  just  the  sort  of  girl  you  see  in  the 
parlor-car  advertisements  for  famous 
trains,  but  the  kind  you  never  really  find 
there.  She  was  tall  and  slender,  with 
big  innocent  eyes  and  a  kind  of  graceful 
gallop  that  never  failed  to  attract  mas- 
culine attention,  if  not  comment. 

To  watch  Annabelle's  poise  and  per- 
fectly controlled  ennui  as  she  handled 
the  Mercury  might  lead  one  to  suspect 
that  she  was  being  just  a  little  bit  high- 
hat.  Not  that  Annabelle  was  at  all 
ashamed  of  her  own  home  and  cultural 
background.  One  cannot  be  ashamed 
of  something  one  is  innocent  of.  And 
Annabelle  was  as  loyal  an  Arkansawyer 
to  be  found  on  the  White  side  of  any 
waiting  room.  Hers  was  one  of  those 
fine  old  southern  families  that  carry 
over  the  English  culture  from  the  orig- 
inal colonies  on  the  coast.  Annabelle 
might  think  back,  after  she  got  her  Col- 
lege Education,  that  papa  seemed  to  for- 
get Georgia  was  a  prison  colony. 

While  en  route  Annabelle  fitted  into 
her  environment  splendidly.  She  knew 
the  world ;  she  had  always  been  a  great 
reader  of  magazines.  Only  once  was 
she  somewhat  at  a  loss,  and  that  was  at 
supper  when  the  waiter  set  a  funny  little 
bowl  of  water  before  her  after  she  had 
finished  eating.  But  she  calmly  con- 
cluded she  must  have  missed  one  of  the 
etiquette  installments. 

Annabelle's  journey  was  not  without 
its  troubles.  At  noon  the  train  stopped 
with  a  cattle  car  just  opposite  Anna- 
belle's table  in  the  diner.  The  waiter 
made  a  mad  dash  to  close  the  window, 
but  it  was  too  late.  Then  at  night  she 
discovered  that  an  "upper"  was  not  the 
preferred  reservation  it  sounded,  and 
furthermore,  that  mama  back  in  Ozark 
Oaks  still  had  half  her  railroad  ticket. 


But  Annabelle's  train  finally  arrived, 
as  trains  from  Arkansas  often  do,  and 
Annabelle  was  rushed  to  and  into  Dear 
Old  Northwestern.  She  was  rushed  as 
she  was  never  rushed  before.  The 
sorority  girls  seemed  to  like  the  green 
ensemble  and  the  graceful  gallop  and 
Annabelle's  delightful  voice;  it  was 
merely  a  southern  drawl,  but  it  knocked 
'em  dead.  They  put  her  on  phone  duty 
right  away. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  week  she  wrote 
home: 

Dear  Mama — • 

College  sure  enough  is  lovely, 
mama.  They  have  the  cutest  ma- 
chines in  each  building  that  sell 
candy  all  by  themselves.  And  the 
candy  is  luonderjul.  The  profes- 
sor in  English — or  was  it  French — ■ 
was  talking  just  the  other  day  about 
inner  values. 

There's  a  lake  here  called  Lake 
Michigan.  I  never  saw  so  much 
ivater  before  in  all  my  life.  It  must 
have  been  natural  beauties  like  this 
that  inspired  a  poet  like  Byron  to 
write  "Paradise  Lost"  and  other 
poems.  And  besides,  mama,  there's 
a  pretty  walk  along  the  lake  shore, 
and  a  nice  fellow  who  is  studying 
insect  parasitology  or  something 
like  that  wants  to  take  me  over 
there  for  a  walk  tonight. 

The  other  night  he  told  me  he 
was  debating  the  advisability  of 
falling  in  love  ivith  me,  but  I  told 
him  if  there  was  any  debate  about 
it  not  to  bother.  See,  mama,  how 
college  is  helping  me  already. 

O  mama,  college  is  wonderful! 

ANNABELLE. 

P.  S.  Give  my  love  to  Wilfred, 
and  tell  papa  to  send  some  more 
money  right  away. 

And  so  mama  reads  all  her  little 
daughter's  letters  to  the  Ozark  Oaks 
Women's  Study  Club,  papa  sends  all 
his  money  to  Northwestern  University, 
and  Annabelle  from  Arkansas  is  a 
normal,  ten-o'clock-class  Northwestern 
co-ed. 

Donn  Dunn 
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SONNY  BOY'S  DIARY 


The  Eskimo  damsels  are  chilly 

And   their  penchant  for   blubber   is 
strong, 
But  think  of  the  chances  for  petting 

Where    evenings   are    many    months 
long. 
You  can  park  in  the  lee  of  an  iceberg 

And  watch  the  Borealian  glow, 
Or  tenderly  croon  to  an  Arctic  love  tune 

While  Polar  bears  dance  in  the  snoic. 


FARMER  JONES  RETURNS 
FROM  A  TRIP 

Well,  now  that  I'm  home, 

It's  here  that  I'll  stay. 
I  can  see  as  much  here 

As  o'er  there  any  day. 
Why,  Pisa's  leanin'  tower  ain't  such 

A  terrible  grand  snore. 
Pete's  old  silo  tips  as  much — 

So  does  the  village  store! 

The  Sphinx?    Oh,  yes,  nice  statue — but 

gee, 
Why  they  put  it  in  the  desert  is  a  won- 
der to  me. 
And  the  pyramids  aren't  so  grand — 
Just   large  church   steeples   set   in   the 

sand. 
Make  good  tombstones,  more  or  less. 
But  the  whole  durn  thing's  a  poor  job 
at  best. 

Monte  Carlo?    No,  I  didn't  play — 
Would  rather  shoot  pool  any  old  day. 
Yes,  the  beer  was  good, 

And  so  was  the  wine. 
But  between  you  and  me 

I  like  the  homebrew  kind. 
Tried  to  order  eatin'  things, 

But  I  couldn't  finish. 
Not  a  thing  on  the  menu 

Was  written  in  English. 

Now  I'm  home — thank  the  Lord, 
And  feelin'  like  a  wreck. 
Should  a  seen  America  First,  by  heck! 
F.  A. 


Feb.  1st — Took  a  final  in  physics,  but 

had  on  the  wrong  cuffs. 
Feb.  2nd — Sunday.        Stayed     home — 

"company." 
Feb.  3rd — Psyc.  exam.   Oh,  hell,  what's 

the  use. 
Feb.  4th — Reviewed  nature  study.    Hit 

the  final  for  an  A. 
Feb.  6th — Got  my  mark  in  Physics  and 

decided  to  be  a  farmer. 
Feb.  7th — Met    a    blonde    frosh   on    a 

geology  field  trip.    Changed  my  mind 

about  farming. 
Feb.  8th — Flunked    Chem.      Told    my 

landlady   to    forward   my   mail    two 

miles  east  of  U.  H. 
Feb.  9th — Sunday.       Company     called 

again,  but  the  landlady  was  home. 
Feb.   10th — Got    my    grade    in    Psyc. 

"C"!      Changed   my  forwarding  ad- 
dress to  Morton  Grove. 


Feb.  15th — Went  to  Madison  to  see  the 
game,  but  it  took  me  three  freights 
to  do  it. 

Feb.  16th — Started  home  with  two 
Kappas.    Woke  up  on  Harris  steps. 

Feb.  17th — Went  tobogganing  with  a 
Chi  O. 

Feb.  18th — Slept  through  my  3  o'clock. 

Feb.  19th — ^Took  Peggy  to  Wilmette 
Harbor. 

Feb.  20/^— Stiff  neck. 

Feb.  22nd — Made  my  Sat.  eight  o'oclock 
and  the  Prof  cut. 

Feb.  23rd — Sunday.  Prepared  for  a 
geology  field  trip;  prayed  for  rain. 

Feb.  24th — Sunshine  and  sassafras. 

Feb.  25th — Took  a  Theta  out  in  a  road- 
ster.    Rained  like  hell. 

Feb.  26th — Shot  craps  with  an  A.  O.  Pi. 

Feb.  27th — Coffee  and — 

Feb.  28th—CoSee. 


"Well,  as  I  was  saying 
three  clubs  .  .  ." 


1/  you  hadn't  taken  out  my  original  two  no-trump  with 
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**Say^  stranger^  if  you're  in  Winnipeg,  Vd  like  to  have  you  look  up  my  old  room- 
mate." 


COURTSHIP 
"Is  that  actress  very  fast?" 
"No,  she  goes  only  two  knots  a  year." 


"It's  things  hke  that  that  drive  you 
to  Dunning." 

"Things  hke  what?" 

"Like  that  rickety  old  bus  at  the  end 
of  the  street  car  line." 


Mother:  Now  tell  your  father  what 
you  are  going  to  take  next  semester  so 
you  can  graduate. 

Father:     Make  it  chloroform. 


"I  told  you  I  wanted  a  pink  chemise, 
not  a  white  one." 

"Madame,  simply  tickle  it  pink." 


Artist:  What  makes  the  clouds  so 
beautiful? 

Commerce  Man:  Must  be  the  silver 
lining. 


BEFORE 

The  lights  are  low  in  the  parlor. 
The  hands  of  the  clock  point  two, 

A  boy  and  a  girl  by  the  fireside 
Talking  as  lovers  do. 

Upstairs  her  irate  father. 

Smoothing  his  rufBed  comb, 

Says  to  her  sleepy  mother, 

"When  will  that  bum  go  home?" 

AFTER 

The  lights  burn  bright  in  the  parlor. 
The  hands  of  the  clock  point  four; 

The  girl  in  a  silk  kimono 
Angrily  walks  the  floor 

With  a  rolling  pin  and  a  skillet 
To  heave  at  her  husband's  dome; 

And  under  her  breath  she  mutters: 
"When  will  that  bum  come  home?" 


Then    there's    the    gentleman    who 
robbed  a  bank  in  order  to  aid  the  War- 
on-Crime  Campaign. 
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"My  dear  author,  you  are  asking  a 
fabulous  price  for  your  book." 

"What  can  you  expect,  sir?  It's  a 
book  of  fables." 


DRIVING  LESSON 
Ready 
Aim 
Hit 

"My  boy  friend  never  thinks  of  kiss- 
ing another  girl." 

"No,  it's  force  of  habit." 

Short  dresses  have  again  become  pop- 
ular in  Hawaii.  But  the  girls  are  not 
writing  to  Paris  for  new  dresses;  they 
are  writing  to  America  for  lawn  mowers. 


All  the  while  we  were  in  motion 
In  our  trip  across  the  ocean. 
O'er  the  rail  in  great  commotion 
Leaned  a  girl  in  deathly  pall. 
Just  a  missionary's  daughter 
Casting  bread  upon  the  water 
In  a  way  she  hadn't  oughter —     ^ 
That  was  all. 


Then  there's  the  man  with  the  artistic 
temperament  who  ehews  art  gum  after 
every  meal. 

Male:     Your  lipstick  is  coming  off. 
Femm:     Oh,  no,  it  isn't. 

(Interval  of  time.     Silence.) 
Male:     I  told  you  it  was  coming  off. 


"They  say  that  every  time  you  kiss  a 
man,  your  life  is  shortened  by  one  day." 

"Well,  lookit  me,  Susie;  I'm  proof  of 
reincarnation." 


Some  people  fasten  glasses  to  their 
ears,  but  most  people  drink  out  of  them. 


In  Spain  are  the  gay  senoritas, 

Well  known  jor  their  beautiful  glims, 
And  brave  fuatadors  come  to  woo  them 

With  ivarm  Andalusian  hymns. 
Where  all  architecture  is  Moorish 

And  glances  are  more-ish  indeed; 
If  you  wish  to  go  far,  you  must  play  a 
a  guitar, 

And  eat  garlic  raw  when  you  feed. 
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rORTHWESTERN  UNIVER- 
SITY is  located  just  two  fares 
and  one  lost  ticket  north  of  Chi- 
cago. Between  the  beautiful  shores  of 
Sheridan  road  and  the  hypothetical  sea- 
wall of  Lake  Michigan  lies  the  campus. 
Also  most  of  the  student  body  and 
some  of  the  faculty,  although  Calvary 
cemetery  is  some  distance  to  the  south. 

Holding  down  the  thirty-odd  acres  of 
gently  rolling  campus  fairway  are  eight 
or  ten  buildings,  exclusive  of  the  men's 
barracks  to  the  north,  all  of  varying  age 
and  architectural  stigma.  In  the  past 
twenty-five  years  one  building  has  been 
added,  although  the  number  of  students 
has  increased  four  times,  according  to 
Frederick  S.  Deibler,  Ph.D.,  author  of 
Principles  of  Economics,  N.  Y.,  1929- 
(Adv.) 

Approaching  from  the  Main  Gate  at 
the  S.  W.  corner  of  the  campus,  where 
Sheridan  road  does  the  double  twist,  one 
is  attracted  to  a  striking  example  of  a 
Two-faced  Clock  in  the  tower,  spire, 
steeple  or  cupola  —  according  to  the 
viewpoint — of  University  Hall.  It  is 
suspected  by  local  authorities  that  at 
rare  intervals  both  faces  show  the  same 
time  at  the  same  time,  but  no  one  has 
ever  been  known  to  catch  it  in  the  act. 
For  the  purpose  of  forecasting  this 
phenomenon,  should  it  ever  really 
threaten  to  occur,  the  university  main- 
tains Dearborn  Observatory,  seven  mud- 
holes  to  the  north,  which  keeps  the  clock 
under  surveillance  day  and  night. 

Under  the  clock,  in  the  open  forum 


New  Chapel  and  the  pearly  gates. 


and  parade  ground  be- 
tween University  Hall  and 
Harris  Hall,  is  staged  the 
semi-annual   battle  of  the  front 

sexes.  Hostilities  begin  at  the  opening 
of  the  term  in  September  and  again  in 
the  spring  when  the  new  styles  are  out. 
[Sessions  are  held  between  classes  and 
often  late  into  the  evening.  But  few 
knockouts  have  been  seen  this  year  as 
yet,  however,  and  these  were  limited  to 
the  freshman  females.  The  season  is 
expected  to  improve. 

Proceeding  eastward  toward  the  lake, 
one  picks  up  the  scent  of  the  Chem- 
istry Building,  with  its  Physics  twin. 
Further  along  are  Fisk  Hall,  home  of 
freshman  English,  and  Old  College, 
said  to  have  been  the  inspiration  for 
Chic  Sale's  masterpiece  in  literature.  The 
Specialist.  The  Fisk  Hall  interior  is 
highly  ornamented  with  wooden  lockers 
and  plaster  busts  of  the  classical  writers. 
The  Power  House  nearby  is  in  appear- 
ance a  dramatic  symbol  of  early  Indus- 
trialism, belching  its  way  into  the  midst 
of  pure  and  cold  Puritanism.  North- 
western, of  course,  was  established  as  a 
Methodist  institution,  but  that  was  in 
1851,  and  since  then  the  effect  has  worn 
off. 

An  interesting  natural  phenomenon 
is  to  be  seen  along  the  Lake  Shore.  Due 
to  the  action  of  the  waves,  the  campus 
is  losing  ground  at  the  rate  of  five  feet 
a  year,  and  alarm  has  been  spread  among 
certain  students  not  especially  inclined 
to  hard  work  as  to  the  possibility  of  the 
university  disappearing  altogether  be- 
fore they  get  their  degrees. 

Another  natural  feature  of  the  North- 
western campus  which  can  hardly  be 
overlooked  is  the  splendid  seasonal 
Canal  System,  to  be  especially  noticed 
in  the  early  spring.  In  this  matter 
Northwestern  rivals  the  'Venetian  sewer 
system. 

Along  the  campus  walks  is  stretched 
a  peculiar  sort  of  twisted  metal  ribbon 
fence,  which  in  the  opinion  of  one  Mr. 


yard  and  ornamental  boulders. 
Garwood,  superintendent  of  buildings 
and  grounds,  has  no  equal  either  in 
beauty,  utility  and  perhaps  price.  There 
is  absolutely  nothing  like  a  twisted  rib- 
bon fence.  It  is  used  around  factories 
in  the  western  regions  of  Chicago. 

Continuing  the  once  over  of  the  col- 
lege buildings,  we  come  across  the 
school  bookhouse.  hunt  Library  is  one 
of  the  most  complete  in  the  country,  of 
its  kind.  Requisitions  for  books  must 
be  made  one  week  in  advance  of  the 
time  they  are  wanted.  Often  used  as  a 
meeting  place  in  bad  weather. 

Garrett  Biblical  Institute  once  occu- 
pied the  blood- 
colored  sanctum 
sanctorum  located 
near  the  library, 
but  when  the  In- 
s  t  i  t  u  t  e  '  s  new 
building  north  of 
the  Gym  was 
completed  the 
Commerce  School 
took  possession  of 
the  old  one.  It  is 
up  in  the  attic 
that  the  univer- 
sity's starving  authors  work  continually 
on  their  several  great  American  master- 
pieces. The  thoughtful  din  can  be 
heard  as  far  as  the  cinder  walk  along 
the  shore,  and  often  disturbs  the  busi- 
ness of  field  trip  parties  of  two  mem- 
bers each,  studying  emotional  psychol- 
ogy on  summer  evenings. 

Numerous  Ornamental  Boulders  dot 
the  campus  here  and  there,  and  thereby 
make  it  unproductive  as  a  farming  ven- 
ture. Some  success  has  been  achieved  in 
the  past  in  the  sowing  of  wild  oats,  it  is 
rumored,  and  the  two  cannon  on  the 
campus  are  said  to  be  rainmakers  which 
guarantee  a  good  harvest. 

(Continued  on  page  51) 
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Saturday  night  view 
of  new  architecture. 
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THINGS  WOUTH  SEEING  ON  CANPLS 


The  lads  in  Phi  Delta  Theta  who  are 
so  Author's  Digest  conscious  that  they 
did  not  miss  the  lovely  blue  and  green 
set  which  was  neatly  removed  from  their 
library  until  live  days  after.  The  three 
young  men  seen  leaving  the  house  at 
5:30  are  still  under  suspicion,  but  only 
because  they  may  be  Phi  Delts.  We 
hope  there  is  no  such  thing  as  reincar- 
nation. .  .  .  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay's 
chenille  curtain.  .  .  .  The  elaborate 
Belle  Kennedy  introducing  the  chenille 
curtain.  .  .  .  Bobby  Hand  looking  like 
Robin  Hood.  .  .  .  The  Abnormal — you 
cannot  even  trust  yourself — Psychology 
class  rubbing  elbows  and  cluck-clucking 
over  the  questions  in  the  first  personality 
test.  .  .  .  Professor  Morgan  explaining 
that  the  biblical  character  who  saw  the 
lady  across  the  way  bathing  and  had  her 
husband  murdered  so  that  he  could 
marry  the  gal  actually  committed  no  sin 
except  in  the  one  instance.  The  sin  was 
that  he  looked.  We  unfortunately  have 
not    been    told    ALL.  .  .   .  Harry    Ed- 


wards' ocharina.  .  .  .  Eleanore  Balzar's 
bib.  .  .  .  And  I  cannot  keep  myself 
from  the  story  of  the  delirious  felt  hat 
in  our  frosh  class  who  signed  out  for 
the  Forest  Preserve.  A  charming  femme 
rises — she  had  to  to  shed  the  comment 
that  the  frosh  was  probably  going  on  a 
field  trip.  Not  every  hold  is  discovered 
in  the  'Wrestling  Meets.  .  .  .  Melinda, 
the  only  up-to-date  Eve  who  ever  broke 
an  engagement  with  Hal  Brand.  .  .  . 
John  Spivey,  whose  complex  that  is  a 
weak  word  with  regard  to  Sales'  Slips 
may  or  may  not  have  resulted  from  his 
chickenpox  vacation  at  the  Infirmary.  I 
give  you  free  rein  in  judging  a  Beta. 
.  .  .  Hungerford's  pacing.  .  .  .  Milli- 
cent  Dillon  in  that  Dutch  hat  which 
does  not  have  to  be  Dutch  to  rate  this 
community  Whose  Who  as  long  as  it  is 
on  her  head.  I  choose  to  go  deeper 
into  the  days  when  she  went  walking 
with  a  five-foot  walking  stick,  but  too 
many  facts  are  thus  entailed.  At  least, 
she  is  the  only  gal  who  ever  got  a  pro- 


See  the  pretty  riolet  smelling  on  the  knoll; 
See  the  pretty  goldfish  swimming  in  the  bowl; 
See  the  pretty  robin  singing  mi  fa  sol. 
Who  teached  these  two  to  fly  together? 
Who  stucked  fur  upon  their  breasts? 
'Twos  God.    'Twos  God.    He  done  it. 


posal  in  the  Trib's  "Line  o'  Type".  .  .  . 
Hank  Mellin,  who  is  an  excellent  one- 
fifteenth  of  the  Austin  Scholarships. 
.  .  .  The  bowl  of  home-grown  goldfish 
that  Ruby  Callahan  received  from  Clarey 
Mohr.  .  .  .  Germaine  Green,  who  may 
be  from  Dodge  City  but  who  neverthe- 
less does  pertinent  justice  to  the  adage 
about  titians.  .  .  .  Palmer  Dawes  smok- 
ing a  cigar.  Law  School  does  vindica- 
tive things  to  our  better  men.  .  .  .  Dor- 
othy Foltz  and  the  trained  Sig,  Jocko, 
considering  the  Ganada  only  to  decide 
it  is  not  quite  the  background  for  for- 
mal attire.  So  he  got  his  money  back. 
Add  that  to  your  famous  last  lines.  .  .  . 
I  have  saved  my  good  eyebrow  for 
Ginny  Martin.  The  Lambda  Chi  took 
her  to  his  formal  and  has  not  been 
heard  of  since.  .  .  .  Clara  McGowan's 
charm.  .  .  .  Jimmy  Hurlbut's  editorials 
which  outpoint  any  of  those  in  the  Last 
Word.  For  being  modest,  I  forgive  him 
most  anything,  but  I  can  never  forget 
the  slipping  of  his  contemporaries  in 
printing  a  joke  in  their  column.  .  .  . 
Jessie  Knapp's  diamond.  ...  A  Pi  Phi 
talking  fervently  about  Aristotle  and  in- 
sulting the  dear  old  Greek  by  wearing 
a  beret.  .  .  .  Professor  Nethercot's  son, 
Bill.  ...  J.  Manley  Phelps  pretending 
to  be  another  Ned  Wayburn.  .  .  .  Jane 
Coleman,  having  deserted  the  taps  at  the 
stage  door,  turns  to  a  nine  o'clock  to 
keep  up  on  her  pantomime.  .  .  .  Dick 
Oldberg  looking  for  something  to  do. 
.  .  .  Eddie  Lennox  at  the  Senior  Lunch- 
eon stating  that  the  Senior  pictures  were 
not  very  good  because  the  film  had  no 
camera.  Quotes  cost  more.  .  .  .  That 
same  afternoon  Harriet  Loring  demon- 
strated of  how  little  use  a  camera  can  be 
if  one  has  those  somethings.  .  .  .  Al 
Brelefeld's  hair.  .  .  .  Helen  Thelan 
getting  the  populace  set  for  the  Speech 
Prom.  .  .  .  Al  Haglund  and  Pep  Far- 
ley discussing  "our  girl."  My  ears  fail 
me  at  the  critical  moments.  In  this  in- 
stance I  am  saved  censoring  another 
great  detail.  .  .  .  Oliver  Jahn  giving 
himself  in  the  absolute  to  the  holy  cam- 
pus highway  by  means  of  the  motor- 
cycle. ...  Jo  O'Brien's  cover  for  this 
mag.  .  .  .  The  dinner  party  one  com- 
mission of  Northwestern's  Bigger  Poli- 
tics classes  tossed  oflf  at  the  Beach. 
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CRUISING    AROUND  NORTHWESTERN 


Special  rates  for  students.  Faculty 
extra.  Thetas  who  sell  20  subscriptions 
get  the  sandpapered  underwear. 

Itinerary — First  Day 
Publications  Office  —  Where  all  the 
names  on  campus  are  panned,  where 
the  advertising  staff  goes  nutty,  and 
where  Bunny  Potel  gets  all  the  exchange 
stories  that  are  too  good  for  print. 

Chandlers — Tommy  Airth  gives  a  lot 
of  cups  and  things  to  say  nothing  of 
writing  the  wonderful  copy  for  the 
Daily.  So  all  the  students  go  to  this 
hangout  for  paper-clips,  post  cards,  and 
other  necessities. 

The  Beach — The  only  place  in  town 
where  these  college  boys  can  afford  to 
go.  And  there  are  prizes  for  the 
ladies.  You  see  everybody  with  every- 
body else.    The  first  day  ends  here. 

Second  Day 

Offices  of  Wm.  Fetridge  and  "Wally" 
Scott — Assistant  dean  and  Prexy,  other- 
wise known  as  the  big  noise  and  the 
little  noise.  Mr.  Fetridge  is  the  owner 
of  that  hat. 

Lake  Front — Where  nature  brings 
young  people  closer  together.  A  good 
place  to  end  any  party. 

Third  Day 
Lib — In  the  evening  everybody  who 
is  really  everybody,  armed  with  crested 
stationery  and  fountain  pen,  departs  to 


this   hangout   to  write  letters   and   see 
people.    Beware  of  librarians. 

Bob  and  Ernies — This  is  where  the 
freshmen  congregate  from  Willard  to 
smoke  and  where  the  woman's  quad 
comes  to  see  what  is  going  on  and 
where  the  men  are  in  their  glory  being 
foolish,  indifferent,  and  nonchalant. 
Here  Red  Woodworth  whispers  the 
loudest,  Millicent  Dillon  is  most  sar- 
castic, Bob  Warner  cuts  up  most  con- 
sistently, and  Mary  Parks  drawls  the 
sleepiest.  You  can  spend  the  evening 
here  on  a  quarter. 

Fourth  Day 

U.  H.  Steps — Between  U.  H.  and 
Harris  half  the  people  on  campus  mix 
every  morning.  There  are  the  huskies 
with  N  sweaters,  and  all  the  twittering 
co-eds,  those  ingenious  young  things 
who  are  working  their  way  through  col- 
lege, now  staking  a  lot  of  soft  soap 
against  a  chance  for  breakfast.  All  that 
really  matters  on  campus  either  happens 
or  echoes  here. 

Serenade — In  the  woman's  quad  ec- 
static squeals  issue  from  the  silhouettes 
in  upper  windows  and  romantic  bawl- 
ings  come  from  the  Sigma  Chi's  on  the 
squashy  ground  below.  First  they  sing 
to  the  blue  eyes  and  then  to  the  brown. 
Very  touching. 

In  these  four  trips  you  have  covered 
the  ground  done  in  one  day  by  a  N.  U. 
student. 


The  Greek  maiden's  features  are  classic 

hi  the  manner  of  Helen  of  Troy ; 
Though  the  grandeur  of  Greece  has  de- 
parted, 

Her  daughters  are  subtle  and  coy. 
'Neath     the     Parthenon' s     lengthening 
shadow 

You  luill  listen  in  awe  as  they  cry, 
"A  rusta  bifsteiv  and  skups  skoffy  too, 

Witta  hunkatha  strumberry  pie." 


'Yes,  miss,  I  kin  remember  when  I  lived  one  week  on  a  can  of  fish.' 
'You  couldn't  have  had  much  room  to  move  around  on." 


BALLAD  OF  TALKIES 

Note  the  theatre  ads  that  say — 

"Visit  our  million  dollar  show, 
Dazzling  elegance  on  display! 

This  is  the  place  where  you  want  to 
go. 
Here  are  the  talkies — Something  New!" 

Maybe  they  are,  but  I  disbelieve. 
Render  the  honor  to  whom  its  due: 

The  original  talkie  was  Mother  Eve! 

Once  we  could  sleep  the  time  away 
In  a  soft  and  plush-lined  seat  sunk 
low. 
While  the  movies  flickered  their  silent 
way 
And    the    organ   lullabyed    soft   and 
slow. 
Now  there's  a  noisy  hullabaloo. 

Slumber  fades — and  we  truly  grieve. 
Women  err,  but  the  men  must  rue: 
The  original  talkie  was  Mother  Eve. 

Into  the  movies  once  we'd  stray 

When  tired  listening  to  Mae  or  Flo, 
And,  watching  the  silent  ladies  play. 

Escape  the  feminine  vocal  flow. 
But  now  they  chatter  and  sing  here,  too, 

In  rasping  baritones.     We  perceive 
There's  no  escape  and  this  fact  is  true: 

The  original  talkie  was  Mother  Eve. 

L' Envoi 
Brothers,  what  are  we  going  to  do? 

Here  is  a  state  that  we  can't  relieve. 

And    her    daughters    prove    what    we 

always  knew: 

The  original  talkie  was  Mother  Eve, 
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HYMN  TO  A  PEDDLER 

Your  plums  and  pears  with  me  agree, 
But  keep  your  pawpaws  ojf  of  me. 


The  animals  out  in  the  Zoo 

Were  seeking  for  something  to  do; 

They  fumed  and  they  fussed, 

And  they  talked  and  discussed, 

In  an  effort  to  find  something  new. 

Till    a   gray   beard    baboon    said,    "By 
jinks, 

A  golf  game's  the  answer,  methinks." 
The  whole  crowd  agreed 
That  it  answered  their  need, 

So  they  pitched  in  and  laid  out 'the  lynx. 


Wasted  ambitions:    A  resident  of  the 
Sahara  saving  up  for  a  rainy  day. 


"But,  sir,  if  you  take  this  case  to 
court,  your  respect  and  your  honor  will 
be  taken  away." 

"Think  I'm  worried?  They're  in  my 
wife's  name." 


HOW  TO  TRAVEL  IN  THE  BEST 

OF  SOCIETY 

And  Make  a  Hit 

1.  Begin  by  dating  house  mothers. 
This  always  puts  you  in  good  so 
far  as  the  house  is  concerned. 

2.  Don't  take  a  house  mother  to  a 
church  social.  Take  her  to  Bob 
and  Ernie's  or  Wilmette  Harbor. 
Watch  her  get  chummy. 

3.  Always  be  a  Joe  College.  If  a  girl 
wants  to  see  a  good  show,  go  down 
alone  the  night  before  and  tell  her 
about  it  as  you  tune  in  the  house 
radio. 

4.  Always  try  to  get  a  Prof  to  raise  a 
grade.  A  lot  of  times  they  are 
wrong  and  want  only  to  be  told  so. 
If  he  won't  do  it,  take  him  out  to 
dinner  and  soak  him  with  the 
check.  He  will  raise  something 
then. 

5.  Date  room  mates;  it  gives  them 
something  in  common. 

6.  When  you  meet  a  girl's  father,  ask 
him  if  he  drinks.  If  he  does,  tell 
him  his  liquor  needs  aging.  If  he 
doesn't,  holler  like  hell,  "What  a 
swell  guy  you  turned  out  to  be." 

7.  When  you  meet  her  mother,  invite 
yourself  to  stay  for  dinner  and  then 
tell  her  she  ought  to  change  butch- 
ers. 

8.  Make  her  kid  brother  shine  your 
shoes  and  then  don't  tip  him. 

9.  If  you  go  to  a  sorority  formal,  kick 
like  hell  if  you  don't  like  the  favor. 
They'll  know  better  next  year. 

10.  When  you  call  on  a  girl,  don't 
bother  about  ringing  the  doorbell. 
Sit  in  the  car  and  honk  the  hell  out 
of  the  horn.  This  always  attracts 
attention. 

A.  K. 


Bearded  Lady:  Have  you  any  chil- 
dren? 

India  Rubber  Man:  One — a  bounc- 
ing little  baby  boy. 


As  the  Humane  Society  would  have  it : 
"And  the  cow  killed  the  fatted  father  for 
the  remrn  of  the  prodigal  calf." 


"Perhaps  I  shouldn't  hare  had  the  porter 
brush  me  off!" 
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A  man  and  his  wife  recently  traveled 
to  Europe  on  a  clothes  line. 

They  were  selling  dresses  to  the  pas- 
sengers. 


In  Russia  the  Bolshevik  beauties, 

Turned  loose  by  the  Soviet  plan, 
Are  devoting  most  strenuous  efforts 

To  roping  each  suitable  man. 
Where  divorces  are  cheap  and  conven- 
ient 

You  can  wed  them  all,  one  at  a  time, 
But  the  pineapples  fly  as  they  do  back 
in  Chi, 

Hence  it  isn't  the  healthiest  clime. 


"I'm  a  cross-country  runner." 

"College?" 

"No,  beer." 


"That  golf  ball  was  guaranteed  to  last 
72  holes  but  it  only  lasted  for  two." 

"How  odd!  What  was  wrong  with 
it?" 

"I  lost  it." 


"Is  Mary  taking  an  extensive  tour  of 
Europe?" 

"Yes,  very  expensive." 


"Where  are  you  going,  my  pretty 
maid?" 

"I'm  going  a-shopping,  sir,"  she  said. 

"May  I  go  with  you,  my  pretty 
maid?" 

"I  don't  think  you'd  better,  sir,"  she 
said. 

"What  is  your  father,  my  pretty 
maid?" 

"Must  you  know  everything,  sir?" 
she  said. 

"What  is  your  fortune,  my  pretty 
maid?" 

"Don't  be  so  personal,  sir,"  she  said. 

"Then  I  won't  marry  you,  my  pretty 
maid." 

"Whonell  asked  you,  sir?"  she  said. 


"My  professor  just  left  for  a  warmer 
climate." 

"Poor  fellow!    When  did  he  die?" 


P  U  R  P  L  E 


PARROT 


HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES  IN  500  WORDS 


The  belles  in  the  Congo  are  dusky 
And  exceedingly  kinky  of  head; 
When   they   say   you're   so   sweet   they 
could  eat  you, 
They  mean  just  about  what  they've 
said. 
Their  playmates  are  lions  and  tigers, 

They  care  very  little  for  clothes ; 
If  you  want  to  stand  in,  never  give  them 
a  pin, 
But  a  nice  shiny  ring  for  the  nose. 


DIVERTISA 


Will  exchange  bulldog  for  cork  leg. 
Gentle.    Will  eat  off  your  hand. 

Speed  swimming  suits  —  guaranteed 
fast  colors. 

Companionate  marriage  —  30  days' 
free  trial. 

FOR  SALE:  Duplicating  machine  for 
writing  freshman  themes. 

We  wish  to  notify  our  customers  that 
the  Chicago  Artificial  Appendage  Com- 
pany has  changed  hands. 

Try  our  carbolic  acid.  You'll  never 
look  for  any  other. 

FOR  SALE:  Second-hand  furniture 
from  fraternity  houses.  Makes  wonder- 
ful kindling. 

Girls,  send  in  your  pictures.  Enter 
'The  Best  Looking  Girl  on  the  Campus 
.  .  .  but  Always  Alone"  contest. 

The  latest  invention  in  moving  pic- 
tures. You'll  love  it.  "DOWN  BY 
THE  INCINERATOR."  See— hear— 
smell! 

FOUND:  Today's  best  books  in  the 
Her-Ex.    See  Prexy. 

Baseball  lovers — read  the  complete 
works  of  Fielding. 

As  a  complete  text  book  for  corre- 
spondents we  can  recommend  The  Scar- 
let Letter. 

READ  Adults,  the  magazine  for  Chil- 
dren. 

SEE-HEAR  Edna  Wallace  Hopper, 
sixty-five-year-old  ingenue,  supported  by 
cast  of  seventy. 


Came  the  dawn,  and  from  the  dim 
distance  three  boats  approached — the 
Nina,  the  Half-Pinta,  and  the  Santa 
Claus.  Out  jumped  Christopher  Co- 
lumbus and  stubbed  his  toe  on  Plymouth 
Rock.  He  became  intensely  angered 
and  shot  down  all  the  Indians,  except  a 
stalwart  one  that  he  sent  to  Spain  to 
stand  in  front  of  the  cigar  store  where 
Queen  Izzie  bought  her  snuff.  As  a  re- 
sult, the  Pope  declared  a  papal  bull, 
which  Columbus  killed  on  the  top 
branch  of  a  sycamore  and  used  for  the 
first  Thanksgiving  dinner. 

Hearing  of  the  good  wages  in  Amer- 
ica, many  colonizers  came  across. 
Greatest  of  all  the  immigrants  was  John 
Winthrop,  governor  and  ancestor  of  a 
famous  writer  of  today  who  discovered 
that  the  presidential  chair  was  a  seat  of 
learning  and  a  guaranty  of  a  life  income. 
John  Winthrop's  colony  was  later 
moved  to  a  narrow  neck  of  land  to  the 
south — very  narrow — and  was  called 
Boston,  after  a  gartery  and  beanery  in 
dear  old  England.  A  seal  of  a  bulldog 
expressed  their  joy  and  happiness  in  the 
change. 

Following  Winthrop's  ruts,  came 
George  Washington,  waving  an  Ameri- 
can flag  in  a  rowboat  across  the  Atlan- 
tic, started  a  fisticuff  with  King  George 
III  and  Bill  Thompson,  and  stuck  a 
feather  in  his  hat  and  called  it  Maca- 
roni. Thus  we  have  the  beginning  of 
wireless. 

Then  came  the  war!  The  Civil  War! 
Ah!  The  sound  of  beating  drums,  beat- 
ing hoofs,  beating  hearts!     Kaiser  Bill 


had  come  into  America  and  chased 
Dolly  Madison  out  of  the  White  House. 
President  Lincoln  wouldn't  stand  for 
this,  so  he  went  to  Washington  to  be 
inaugurated  and  freed  the  Russian  Serfs, 
which  the  Sultan  was  humiliating.  Oh, 
it  was  terrible! 

And  today,  how  things  have  changed! 
The  machine  has  come  into  its  own.  No 
longer  does  a  woman  stand  hours  over 
the  tub  washing  her  clothes.  She  hasn't 
any.  The  automobile  has  taken  the 
place  of  the  horse,  the  buggy,  and  the 
street  cleaner.  Life  in  the  old  days  was 
sweet.  Now  it's  filled  with  cigarette 
smoke.  The  tobacco  industry  has  in- 
creased one-hundred-fold  —  blindfold. 
The  Mexican  bean  trade  has  jumped 
from  50  to  500,000,000,000,000,000, 
000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,  an- 
ually.  The  pumpernickle  and  cheese 
trade  has  doubled  with  the  increased 
drinking  of  beer — just  as  the  drinkers 
have  doubled  and  died.  And  prohibi- 
tion! It  has  done  wonders.  It  has  awed 
people  into  wonder.  They  wonder  what 
they're  drinking. 

The  suspender  industry  is  holding  up 
well,  although  the  sales  have  shown  a 
certain  amount  of  elasticity  and  fluctua- 
tion. The  printing  industry  has  recently 
been  stimulated  by  the  entrance  of  writ- 
ers from  other  fields. 

In  this  little  story  I  have  tried  to  tell 
of  the  rise  and  the  fall  of  the  corset  in- 
dustry in  the  United  States.  Other  ma- 
terial will  be  found  in  my  twenty- 
volume  booklet,  intimately  known  as 
"The  Value  of  Being  Brief." 


'Tk  better  to  hare  lunched  and  lost  than  never  to  have  lunched  at  all.' 
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FAREWELL  ERASE 
"Had  your  apple  yet  today,  William 
Tell?" 


"Let's  eat  here.     They  make  pie  like 
mother  used  to  make." 

"But  mother  has  improved." 


Cardinal  Wolsey:  Now  that  you're 
out  of  college,  what  are  you  doing  for  a 
living? 

Amyas  Poulett:    Same  old  thing. 

Cardinal  Wolsey:    Same  old  thing? 

Amyas  Poulett:  Yeh,  selling  stocks 
and  pillories. 


"Daddy  wants  me  to  fill  his  shoes 
when  I  grow  up,"  says  little  Elmer, 
dumping  the  cuspidor  in  his  father's 
boots. 


BLOW  THAT  HORN 

Blow  that  horn!     Blow  that  horn! 

Jump  upon  the  gas! 
Oh  what  red  hot  fun  it  is 

Another  car  to  pass. 
Roaring  down  the  concrete  road. 

The  surface  sure  and  fine — 
Give  her  all  that's  coming,  kid. 

We're  touching  eighty-nine. 
Ninety-five  the  meter  says — 

The  speed  laws  are  all  hash. 
Holy  sweet  patootie,  but 

We're  headed  for  a  crash! 
Toll  on  hells,  toll  on  bells, 

Keep  tollirrg  all  the  day. 
Another  sorry  dumbbell 

Is  being  laid  away. 

F.  G.  A. 


Turned  out  in  the  middle  of  the  night- 
Poor  little,  poor  little  'lectric  light. 


IN  SCOTLAND 
There's  a  story  going  'round  about  the 
Scotchman  who  wanted  to  smoke  mono- 
grammed  cigarettes,  so  he  changed  his 
name  to  Chesterfield. 

Rice  Owl. 

And  then  there's  the  Scotchman  who 
found  he  had  bummed  a  ride  from  a 
taxi  driver. 

Malteaser. 

"Did  you  hear  about  the  Scotchman 
who  died  of  apoplexy?" 

"No." 

"He  was  throwing  pennies  to  the  kids 
from  his  window  and  the  string  broke." 
Gargoyle. 

SIGN   ON   HIGHWAY    IN 
SCOTLAND 
Detour:  Toll  Bridge  Ahead. 

]ndge. 

And  then  there  is  the  Scot  who  ate  so 
many  apples  he  got  sick,  and  had  to  call 
the  doctor.  ]"dge. 

"Then  there  was  the  Scotchman — aw, 
just  one  more — ^who  carried  a  violin 
case  around  with  him  and  saved  ten  dol- 
lars a  year  on  haircuts." 

Michigan  Gargoyle. 


Once  upon  a  time  a  man  got  up  early 
one  Sunday  morning  to  let  the  iceman 
in,  and  not  being  able  to  find  his  bath 
robe  he  slipped  on  his  wife's  kimono. 
When  he  opened  the  door  he  was 
greeted  by  a  nice  big  kiss  by  the  iceman. 
And  the  only  way  he  could  figure  it  out 
was  that  the  iceman's  wife  had  a  kimono 
just  like  the  one  he  had  on. 

P.  I.  Skipper. 


To  tell  if  an  ostrich  is  a  male  or  fe- 
male— tell  it  a  joke. 

If  he  laughs,  it's  a  male. 
If  she  laughs,  it's  a  female. 

Pointer. 


"Then  she  sez  to  me,  'Was  it  your  thoist  for  adventure  that  took  you  to  Asia?' 
and  I  sez  back  to  her,  'No,  ma'am,  just  my  thoist.' " 


I  can  stand  all  the  slurs  on  myself 

Which  question  my  good  sense  and 
knowledge. 

But  this  is  the  one  that  I've  shot  people 
for: 

"Do  you  work  now  or  still  go  to  col- 
lege?" Yale  Record. 
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BOOKS 


GOD'S  MAN 

Lytid  Ward 

(Cate  and  Smith) 

A  novel  without  words! 

It  is  bound  and  edited  just  as  any 
other  novel.  It  is  even  divided  into 
chapters  and  contains  ail  of  the  require- 
ments for  an  excellent  story. 

"God's  Man,"  by  Lynd  Ward,  is  the 
title  of  this  curious  and  delightful  book. 
It  is  a  novel  in  woodcuts. 

Since  the  earliest  beginnings  in  the 
technique  of  writing,  authors  have 
striven  to  produce  pictures  in  words. 
Lynd  Ward  has  created  words  out  of 
pictures.  A  single  black  and  white 
woodcut  on  each  page,  yet  their  mean- 
ings are  linked  together  in  the  imagina- 
tion as  a  complete  story. 

To  tell  the  story  of  this  novel  repre- 
sented by  pictures  is  almost  impossible.' 
There  are  probably  as  many  interpreta- 
tions of  it  as  there  are  types  of  minds 
that  have  undertaken  to  unravel  it.  To 
some,  it  is  the  mere  story  of  a  youth  who 
becomes  an  artist,  meets  adversity  and 
happiness  in  his  life  and  then  dies.  To 
others,  it  is  a  story  of  adventure,  or  per- 
haps a  philosophical  lesson. 

Audrey  Jensen 


TWENTIETH  CENTURY  LOVE 

POEMS 

Compiled  by  Caroline  Miles  Hill 

(Willett,  Clark  &  Colby) 

The  love  poetry  of  a  materialistic  age 
is  a  distinct  surprise  to  those  who  are 
inclined  to  think  of  love  in  terms  of 
eugenics  and  economics  rather  than  in 
the  terms  of  the  grand  passion.  Can  it 
be  that  in  this  century  of  rampant  so- 
phistication people  still  write  in  the  man- 
ner of  the  Carolinian  lyricists?  Miss 
Hill  has  proven  that  we  still  do,  for  in 
her  rather  lengthy  volume,  she  has  Col- 
lected some  hundreds  of  poems,  that 
are  bound  to  stamp  the  age  as  incurably 
romantic. 

The  book  is  divided,  somewhat  in- 
differently,    into     six    groups:     "Love 


Aflame,"  "Love  Reveries,"  "Love  Vic- 
torious," "Love  Rebellious,"  "Ashes  of 
Love,"  and  "Mystic  Love." 

It  is  in  "Love  Aflame"  that  the  chief 
weakness  of  the  century  is  found.  Here 
we  find  cynicisms  that  would  have  been 
taboo  in  the  passionate  poetry  of  the 
late  lamented  Victorians.  For  example, 
it  is  difiicult  to  imagine  Mr.  A.  E. 
Houseman's  poem  When  I  was  One 
and  Tiventy,  or  Mr.  Christopher  Mor- 
ley's,  Of  a  Child  That  Had  Fever,  as 
particularly  romantic  in  feeling,  but  they 
are  good  examples  of  what  Miss  Hill 
would  term  the  poetry  of  "Love 
Aflame." 

By  far  the  greatest  name  in  the  an- 
thology is  that  of  William  Butler  Yeats, 
and  he  is  represented  by  but  two  poems. 

There  are  selections  from  Sherwood 
Anderson,  Conrad  Aiken,  Louis  Unter- 
meyer,  and  Siegfried  Sasson,  but  these 
poets  are  represented  by  the  less 
moderne  of  their  works.  There  is  noth- 
ing in  the  volume  like  the  poetry  one 
finds  in  Transition  or  other  magazines 
of  that  type.  In  this  respect  the  book 
is  incomplete,  for  Miss  Hill  has  con- 
fined herself  to  the  more  elegant  poetry 
of  the  period,  and  has  entirely  over- 
looked the  fact  that  T.  S.  Eliot  and  E.  E. 
Cummings  write  what  they,  at  least, 
term  poetry. 

On  the  whole,  that  book  contains 
many  lyrics  that  for  sheer  charm  and 
delicacy  of  wit  equal  those  of  the  time 
of  the  Stuarts. 

]ohn  Carter. 


Happened  at  Andars?  is  not  an  Impor- 
tant Novel.  It  is  an  impossible  book,  in 
which  uimatural  people  become  involved 
■in  highly  improbable  situations;  and  it 
is  thoroughly  delightful.  The  elements 
are  simple:  there  is  a  beautiful  girl,  an 
indiscreet  prince  of  a  mythical  kingdom, 
a  serious  yoimg  English  lawyer,  an 
American  newspaper  reporter,  and  vari- 
ous noisy  Revolutionists  and  Anti-revo- 
lutionists who  provide  plain  and  fancy 
gunplay  every  other  page.  Prime  Min- 
isters, be-whiskered  of  face  and  unscrup- 
ulous of  morals,  stalk  about  in  approved 
comic-opera  fashion.  Frenzied  interna- 
tional investigators  dash  hither  and  yon 
in  roadsters,  motorboats  and  airplanes. 
We  expected  the  minor  characters  to 
burst  into  a  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  chorus 
at  any  moment.     But  they  didn't. 

And  there,  perhaps,  is  the  secret  of 
this  astonishing  book's  success.  You 
can  never  safely  guess  what  is  going  to 
happen.  The  plot  hurries  along  accord- 
ing to  the  accepted  manner  of  mystery 
stories,  and  just  as  you  have  solved  the 
outcome  of  each  particular  situation, 
Mr.  Arnold — with  his  tongue  quite  ob- 
viously in  his  cheek — turns  the  thing 
inside  out.  It  is  an  example  of  beauti- 
ful mental  gymnastics. 

It  must  have  been  a  lot  of  fun  to 
write  W^hat  Happened  at  Andars? 

Josephine  O'Brien 


WHAT    HAPPENED    AT 
ANDARS? 

by  John  Arnold 

(E.  P.  Button  &  Co.,  Inc.) 

We  are  not  in  the  habit  of  cutting 
classes — at  least  not  so  early  in  the  se- 
mester— but  when  we  found  ourselves 
in  the  center  of  this  ingeniously  farcical 
mystery  melodrama,  we  simply  forgot 
that  such  things  as  ten  and  eleven 
o'clock  classes  existed.     And  yet  What 


"Did  he  threaten  you  when  he  kissed 
you?" 

"Yes,  he  said  that  if  I  screamed  he  would 
never  kiss  me  again," 
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THE  SYNCHRONIZATION  HABIT 
REACHES  MEXICO 

"All  together,  now  —  Go!  Carrrram- 
ba! — Try  it  again,  little  pisanos! — Uno 
— dos — tres! — Bah! — No  bueno! — One 
more,  now — Andale,  andale! — Aaaah! 
Pigs! — Chongos! — What  is  the  matter 
with  you — Not  just  one  at  a  time,  but 
all  together! — That  is  better,  better,  but 
— Poco  mas  arriba! — Terrible! — I  say 
all  together,  and  what  do  you  do? — Lis- 
ten, muchachos:  When  I  say  'Go!'  you 
must  all  hop  at  exactly  the  same  time, 
sabe — Not  just  when  you  feel  like  it, 
but  all  at  once! — I  give  you  just  one 
more  trial! — *!*:?*$  Go! — Beat  it! — 
Vamos!  I  feed  you  to  the  chickens! — 
You  are  the  worst  jumping  beans  I  ever 
saw." —  I"'^g^- 

A  young  man,  who  had  just  been 
blessed  with  twins,  rushed  into  a  tele- 
graph office  to  break  the  good  news  to 
his  parents  who  lived  in  a  distant  city. 
In  his  haste  to  get  the  good  news  on  the 
wire  he  wrote:  "Twins  today;  more  to- 
morrow." Burr. 


He:     I've  had  a  terrible  warning  of 
approaching  death. 

She:     No,  really? 

He:    Yes,  I  bought  one  of  those  life- 
time fountain  pens,  and  it's  broken. 
Wet  Hen. 


"Have  you  got  your  notes  written  on 
your  handkerchief?" 

"Yes." 

"And  have  you  the  textbook  con- 
cealed in  your  hat?" 

"Yes." 

"And  did  you  make  arrangements  to 
sit  behind  Fred  where  you  could  see  his 
paper?" 

"Yes." 

"All  right — let's  go  on  to  that  ethics 
final."  Exchange. 
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He:     Give  me  a  kiss. 
She:     I  will— like  hell! 
He:    That's  just  the  way  I  like  them. 
Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 

— and  the  next  time  I  catch  you  wash- 
ing your  feet  in  papa's  beer,  I'll  knock 
your  damn  head  off.       — Kitty  Kat. 


CHICAGO  SONG 

'Enlighten  The  Coroner  Where  You 


Are." 


]udge. 


"I'd  die  for  dear  old  University  of 
California,  Southern  branch!" 

Princeton  Tiger. 


-Arizona  Kitty  Kat. 
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in 
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Old  birds  are  not  caught  with  new  nets." 
What  smokers  want  is  not  novelty,  but  quality; 
not  new  taste,  but  good  taste. 

To  millions  of  smokers,  Chesterfield  taste  is 
an  old  story —  but  it's  one  they  never  tire  of! 
For  what  they  want  most  is  exactly  what 
Chesterfield  puts  first : 

**  TA S  T  E  above  everytklrig  " 


MILD... and  yet 
THEy  SATISFY 


Qiesterfield 
FINE  TURKISH  and  DOMESTIC  tobaccos,  not  only  BLENDED  but  CROSS-BLENDED 


)  1929,  Liggett  &  Myeks  Tobacco  Co. 
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Ride  in  the 
beautiful 
new  Ford 

Come  in  and  arrange  for  a  demonstration 
ride  in  the  new  Ford.  You  will  know 
then,  from  your  own  personal  experience, 
why  it  is  such  a  good  car  to  own  and 
drive.  Here,  at  an  unusually  low  price, 
is  everything  you  want  or  need  in  a 
motor  car.  .  .  .  $435  up,  f.  o.  b.  Detroit. 

RANGECROFT-FLOTOW,  Inc. 

Authorized    M^STw'^^^Q^^J    Dealer 

Argyle   and  Broadway 

LONGBEACH  4700 

TERMS 


At  a  football  game  a  woman  fainted, 
and  as  she  was  being  carried  out,  an 
ice  cream  seller  yelled,  "Who  else 
wants  ice  cream?" 

Southern  California  Wampus. 


After  making  a  long  distance  call,  the 
operator  charged  him  a  dollar.  "Why," 
he  kicked,  "in  Chicago  I  can  talk  to 
H — 1  and  back  for  a  dollar." 

"Yes,  but  this  was  a  long  distance 
call,"  smiled  the  operator. 

Harvard  Lampoon. 


"Boy,  she  was  so  fat  that  I  never  knew 
what  wrinkle  she  was  going  to  open  to 
talk." 

Annapolis  Log. 


There  are  poor  people  in  the  Tennes- 
see mountains  who  live  in  such  dilapi- 
dated shacks  that  every  time  it  rains  they 
have  to  go  out  and  get  in  the  sedan. 
Kay  Features. 


Love  is  blind  but  the  neighbors  ain't. 
Gargoyle. 


MEET  THE  STUDENTS  AT 

La  Fonda  Sandwich  Shop 

Special  Lunches  ^.35   or  ^.45 

Special  Simday 
Chicken  Dinner  t.y^ 

DELICIOUS  BARBECUES 

815  DAVIS  STREET  EVANSTON 


altx/andek 


NORTH  SHORE  HOTEL 
1605  Chicago  Avenue 

Phone  University  9666-9667 

A  Complete  New  Flotver  Service 
/or  'Discriminating  People 
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WHO'S  WHO 

President  of  Medical  Society:  "And 
who  in  our  community  is  always  at  your 
service?  Who  is  it  that  answers  the  call 
day  and  night,  sometimes  forgotten  but 
who  never  forgets,  that  brave  but  mod- 
est gentleman  always  at  your  door.  Who 
is  it,  I  say?" 

Voice  from  Rear  of  the  Hall:  "The 
instalment  collector." 


PARROT 


Nowadays  an  optimist  is  a  fellow  who 
buys  a  through  ticket  on  the  Manchu- 
rian  Railway. 

]"dge- 

A  girl  about  to  travel  alone  was 
warned  not  to  talk  to  strange  men.  At 
the  station  the  conductor  asked,  "Where 
are  you  going?" 

"To  Detroit,"  she  answered,  so  he  put 
her  on  the  Detroit  train. 

As  the  train  pulled  out  she  looked 
back  and  said:  "Ha,  he,  I  fooled  him 
that  time.    I'm  going  to  Chicago." 

Malteaser. 


"Vere  iss  mine  glasses,  Rachel?" 
"On  der  nose,  papa." 
"Don't  be  so  indefinite." 

Chaparral. 


"I  don't  know  how  to  fill  out  this 
question." 

"What  is  it?" 

"It  says,  'Who  was  your  mother  be- 
fore she  was  married?'  and  I  didn't  have 
any  mother  before  she  was  married." 
Whirht'ind. 


He  (nervously)  :  Margaret,  there's 
been  something  trembling  on  my  lips  for 
months  and  months. 

She:  Yes,  so  I  see;  why  don't  you 
shave  it  off? 

Do  Do. 


T*^    ^L^/^^^J      .     A  SPECIAL  PRICE  TO 

10  the  s^oeasi  groups  of  five 

Our  regular  $10.75  (Bob)  Permanent  for  $8 
Long  hair,  50c  per  curl.  This  is  our  regular 
well-known  superior  service. 

For  March  Only 

MARNETTE  HAIR  SHOP 
and  BEAUTY  SALON 

1739  Sherman    Avenue 

Phone  University  H04 


Going  to  France 
this  Summer? 


You've  worked  hard  .. .  hard  for  you,  anyhow 
. . .  and  you  need  a  change.  '■^  If  you're  a 
serious  thinker,  you  want  to  go  where  the  cul- 
ture's thickest.,  .that's  France.. .  If  you're  just 
getting  good  by  sunrise  .  .  .  that's  France, 
too.,,  strong  on  the  gentler  arts,  you 
can  learn  more  from  one  chic  Porisienne 
than  is  told  in  any  library.  "^  Sail  on  the 
"IledeFrance,"the"PaTis"orthe"FTaTicc" 
frrst-closs  with  the  other  aristocrats,  if  the 
family  purse  is  that  kind ..  .you're  in  France 
the  second  you  cross  "the  longest  gangplank 
in  the  world"...  food,  fun,  atmosphere,  service 
and  decorations. ..not  a  moment  wasted  in 
acclimatization  later  on. '•v*' For  accommoda- 
tion that  is  neither  Hispano  Suiza  nor  Citroen, 
but  wholly  delightful  and  a  favorite  with  the 
after-college  set,  try  the  cabin  fleet...  the 
new  " ha\ayeti&"  (every  room  with  bath  or 
shower),  the  "De  Grasse,"  one  big  party, 
or  the  clubby  " B.ochamheau."  "^  The  un- 
der-grad  also  travels  "tourist  third"  with 
a  real  college  crowd  on  these  cabin  ships. 

Information  from  any  authorized  French  Line  Agent 
or  write  direct  to  19  State  Street,  New  York  City 


PURPLE  f^  PARROT 


COATS 


J 


arvis     gowns 


The  Original  '' Cut-and-Fit  Shop'' 

Alterations  Hemstitching 

PEARL  M.  JARVIS 


2020  Central  Street 
EVANSTON 


Telephone 
University  1535 


/^^r>"  SPECIAL! 

For  the  Co-ed 

Semi-Sheer 

Hose 

at 

^^Cdlliun    $195 

HOSIERY         ^   I 

ARCH-AID    SHOE    SHOP 

529    Davis    Street,    EVANSTON 


Two  Good  Places  to  Eat 

Home 

and  the 

Coffee  Shop 

And  at  the  Coffee  Shop  the 

meals  are  of  your  own 

selection 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 
EVANSTON 


(Continued  from  page  9) 
They  were  willing  to  play  around  with  us  because  there  weren't 
very  many  other  men  on  board,  but  I  wasn't  so  crazy  about  it. 
They  were  plenty  cold.    And  Jane  kept  kidding  Bill  about  his 
sea-sickness.     It  made  me  sore. 

Then  I  got  my  great  idea. 

We'd  been  going  through  the  Devil's  Hole  just  south  of 
Ireland  and  it  was  pretty  rough.  A  lot  of  people  on  board 
were  sick,  and  that  gave  me  my  inspiration. 

"Listen,"  I  told  Bill,  "do  you  know  what's' wrong  with  you? 
You  got  sea-sick,  didn't  you?  And  your  little  girl  friend  took 
it  for  a  joke,  didn't  she?  Well,  it  wasn't  a  joke  to  you,  was  it? 
Do  you  see  the  point?" 

"Not  clearly,"  said  Bill. 

"Well,  here's  the  idea.  You  get  the  little  girl  sea-sick. 
Sure,  it  can  be  done.  Then  you  can  sympathize  with  her  and 
that'll  go  over  big.  Do  you  get  it?  What  a  person  needs  when 
they're  sick  like  that  is  a  little  sympathy.   What  do  you  think?" 

"I  don't  see,"  said  Bill,  "how  we  can  get  her  sick." 

"Leave  that  to  me." 

That  night  I  unearthed  some  of  our  cough  medicine  and  I 
met  the  girls  up  in  the  bar.  I  ordered  some  Burgundy.  (They 
were  always  willing  for  us  to  buy  drinks  for  them.)  When 
the  girls  weren't  looking  I  broke  a  capsule  and  dumped  the 
powder  into  the  palm  of  my  hand.  When  the  drinks  came  I 
slipped  it  into  Jane's  glass. 

She  drank  her  wine  and  made  a  face. 

The  next  morning  Jane  wasn't  down  to  breakfast.  She 
didn't  come  to  lunch.  Bill  got  quite  cheery  over  the  way  things 
were  working  out. 

That  afternoon  we  went  down  to  her  cabin  to  see  Jane.  I 
told  Bill  that  this  was  his  big  opportunity.  All  he  had  to  do 
was  to  sympathize  with  her  and  she'd  love  him  for  the  rest 
of  his  life. 

Betty  met  us  at  the  door  and  told  us  we  could  come  in. 
Jane  was  feeling  pretty  bad.  She  was  lying  in  bed  all  propped 
up  on  a  pile  of  pillows. 

She  was  sick.  There  was  just  no  doubt  about  it.  Even  I 
began  to  feel  sorry  for  her. 

I  looked  around  at  Bill.  Now  was  his  chance  to  make  a  hit. 
He  was  standing  sort  of  pensive  with  almost  a  smile  on  his 
face. 

Suddenly  he  let  out  a  laugh.  You  could  have  heard  it  all 
over  the  boat. 

Then  he  said  in  a  slow  voice,  "You  know,  little  girl,  if  I 
were  you  I  wouldn't  go  sailing  unless  I  had  a  steady  head  and 
a  strong  stomach." 

And  he  turned  and  went  out  of  the  room. 


We  like  to  know  little  intimate  de- 
tails about  great  men — but  when  the 
New  York  Times  Book  Review  prints  an 
article  entitled,  "Tolstoy  as  His  Wife 
Saw  Him,"  we  think  that  is  going  a 
little  too  far. 

W^est  Pointer. 


Mayor  Brown:  My  son  graduated 
from  college  with  highest  distinction. 

Judge  Green:  That's  nothing;  my 
son  wrote  the  story  that  got  his  college 
magazine  suppressed. 

Kitty  Kat 
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(Continued  from  page  19) 

Unfortunately  or  otherwise,  the  Abaic  School  is  out  of  our 
line  of  march,  since  it  is  located  in  sundry  scattered  buildings 
oif-campus.  But  we  need  not  omit  it  altogether.  The  gentle 
tinkle  to  be  heard  above  the  roar  of  the  lake  waves  on  a  bad 
night — that  is  the  music  school.  The  Psychology  Laboratory 
is  also  off-campus,  in  a  former  private  residence  near  the  Main 
Gate.  The  course  in  Abnormal  Psychology  is  largely  at- 
tended. 

Four  hellos  and  a  nod  west  of  the  campus  is  Willard  Hall, 
relic  of  the  chateau  days  and  the  Evanston  Female  College,  but 
now  devoted  to  the  shelter  and  diversion  of  so  many  fresh- 
man woman.  Around  this  edifice  one  can  see  more  of  the 
twisted  ribbon  fence  prized  by  Mr.  Garwood,  and  also  the 
mixed  assortment  of  Packards  and  Cadillacs  characteristics  of 
Freshman  Class. 

Certain  Provincialisms  and  oddities  of  campus  life  are  of 
great  interest  to  the  visitor,  and  should  not  be  overlooked. 
There  is  the  custom  of  the  ceremonial  fire,  which  must  never 
be  extinguished.  It  is  kept  burning  continuously  at  both  the 
Main  and  the  Foster  Street  gates  to  the  campus.  Every  male 
in  the  respective  schools — and  some  females  are  clamoring  for 
the  right — shows  his  loyalty  to  the  institution  by  smoking  at 
least  one  cigarette  before  class,  and  depositing  the  refuse  be- 
fore the  gate-post  altar.  The  accumulation  from  past  sacrifices 
is  always  apparent.  It  is  hard  to  predict  what  woe  will  befall 
the  university  if  ever  this  praaice  is  discontinued. 

Certain  forms  of  address  and  speech  are  common  on  the 
campus,  and  it  will  be  well  for  the  stranger  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  those  which  are  correct,  in  order  to  avoid  mis- 
understandings. For  instance,  it  is  possible  to  approach  a 
strolling,  meditating  ed  or  coed  and  say: 

"Pardon  me,  but  do  you  happen  to  know  just  where  you 
are  going?" 

No  two  answers  to  this  will  be  the  same,  but  they  will  no 
doubt  all  be  interesting.  We  should  remind  the  stranger  that 
this  was  not  the  correct  form  of  approach. 

There  is  one  other  odd  practice  that  might  bewilder  the 
visitor.  The  chugging  of  flivvers  around  the  campus  late  in 
the  afternoon  is  part  of  a  pastime  that  consists  of  crashing  one 
of  the  gates  and  then  trying  to  find  another  one  to  get  out  in 
just  so  many  moves  and  jumps.  Again  the  twisted  ribbon 
fences  serve  a  purpose  in  providing  a  maze  for  the  game. 

But  our  brief  tour  of  Northwestern  is  ended.  Just  now 
we  retrace  our  steps  through  the  campus  and  approach  the 
Main  Gate  again  to  make  our  departure.  Please  pay  as  you 
leave.     The  place  needs  the  money. 

Don  Dunne 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler —  Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.        University  0461 

REPAIRING 


NOW  MOST   FAVORED 

J_  HE  exclusive  Aimer  Coe  Puritan  Rim- 
less glasses  have  not  only  eliminated  the  old 
disfiguring  shell  (rims,  for  dress  and  street 
wear,  but  have  taken  lead  over  all  other  rim- 
less glasses.  They  are  the  most  adaptable 
to  the  features,  unobtrusive,  simple  and 
enhancing  to  youthful  appearance. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


Tri -Value    Merchandise 

(for  the  STUDENT) 


Men's  Broadcloth  Shirts 

3  for  $4.00 

Men's  Broadcloth  Pajamas 

3  for  $4.00 

Men's  Broadcloth  Shorts 

3  for  $2.25 

Men's  Athletic  Shirts 
3  for  $1.25 

Men's  Nainsook  Union  Suits 

3  for  $2.25 

Men's  Fancy  Lisle  Hose 

3  for  $1.00 

Men's  Plain  Colored  Ties 

3  for  $2.50 
(Hand  Tailored) 


Browning  King  &  Co. 


52(5  Da-vis  Street 
EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 
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Put  It  Down  in 

ELACr  AND 
WHITE 

That  You  Will  Find 
the  Latest  in  Humor 

in  the 
Black  and  White  Number 

of  the 

DUCPLE 
PARRCT 

.    Next  Month 

And  Put  It  Down 
That  You  Act  Wisely 
This  Month  and  Every 

Month 
When  You  Patroni2;e 

They  Have  the  Newest 
and  Latest  Things — the 
Best  of  What  You  Want 


^P  A  RROT 

SILENT  DRAMA 

He: 

"Gimme  a  kiss." 

She: 

He: 

"  'Nother  one." 

She: 

He: 
She: 

"Again." 

He: 

She: 

He: 

She: 

"  'Nother  one?" 

He: 

She: 

"Again?" 

He: 

She: 

He: 

She: 

"  'Nother  one!" 

He: 

She: 
He: 

"Again!" 

She: 

"  'Nother  one!" 

He: 

"Hey,  who  started  this  game. 

She: 
He: 
She: 
He: 
She: 
He: 


anyway.' 
'You  did.    Now  finish  it!' 


•Help!" 

'Help!     Fire!     Murder! 
Police!" 

Sun  Dial. 


"Ah,  Watson,"  commented  the  per- 
ceptive Sherlock,  "I  see  you  changed 
your  underwear." 

"Marvelous,  Holmes  —  how'd  you 
know?" 

"Well,  you've  forgotten  to  put  your 
trousers  on.  .  .  ." 

Claw. 


There  was  a  little  girl 

Who  had  a  little  curl 

Right  in  the  middle  of  her  forehead ; 

And  when  she  was  good 

She  was  very,  very  good. 

And  when  she  was  bad 

She  was  popular. 


WCMEN'/  EXCHANGE 
CAEETECIA 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

11:00  to  2:00  5:00  to  8:00 

SUNDAYS 

12:00  noon  to  8:00 


eiVE  us  ATRIAL 


0\andLer*s 


OWN  A  PORTABLE 

Swift,  neat  and  ac- 
curate—  the  easiest 
and  best  way  to  write. 

YOU  CAN  AFFORD 

to  own  a  Royal,  Underwood,  Corona, 

or  a  Remington  by  taking  advantage 

of  our  convenient  payment  plan 

$5  Down      :    :    :      $5  Monthly 

Third  Floor 


Senior 
Photographs 


Northwestern  days  are  almost 
over  for  the  Class  of  '30.  Now 
is  the  time  for  Seniors  to  have 
their  graduation  pictures  made. 
Do  it  now,  and  avoid  the  rush 
that  comes  near  commencement 
time.  Call  the  Matzene  studio 
for  an  appointment,  and  be  as- 
sured of  getting  the  best  photo- 
graph you  ever  had. 

MATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 


6  North  Michigan  Ave. 


Central  7003 


"You're  just   too  sophisticated 
to  try  anything,  Mr.  College." 


COLIvEGE  people  are  really  the 
"idea  men"  of  the  world.  Many 
times,  their  talents  are  hidden  heneath 
a  coating  of  too  busy.    Don't  say  that! 

College  Humor  is  offering  $2,500  to 
undergraduates  who  write  Varsity 
Shows.  The  first  prize,  fifteen  hun- 
dred dollars,  will  go  to  the  writer  of  the 
best  book,  musical  score  and  lyrics. 
Shows  produced  any  time  in  the  past 
may  be  entered,  too. 

College  Humor  is  also  offering  $2,000 
in  prizes  to  undergraduate  cartoonists. 
This  contest  closes  April  1,  1930. 

Students  with  talents  in  these  two 
fields  will  find  complete  information 
in  the  March  issue  of  College  Humor, 

In  addition,  the  versatile  pages  of 
this  magazine  contain  fiction,  sports, 
styles  and  the  cream  of  the  nation's 
wit.     It  is  built  for  you! 

College  Humor 

1050  N.  LaSalle  St,  CHICAGO 

The  Magazine  uith  a  College  Education 


CAMEL,  Ike?  .  .  .  Yeli  .  .  .  and  a 
match.  .  .  .  See  'em  yet?  .  .  .  No. 
.  .  .  Yes!  .  .  .  Here  they  come  .  .  . 
around  the  bend  .  .  .  somebody 
'way  ahead  .  .  .  can't  tell  who 
yet.  .  .  .  Quit  jumping  up  and 
down,  Pete  .  .  .  you  obstruct 
my  view  of  the  race  .  .  .  and 
that  blonde  over  there.  .  .  .  Come 
on,  big  boys!  .  .  .  pull  .  .  .  pull! 
.  .  .  Here,  Tuflfy — take  a  pull  on 
a   Camel  .  .  .  and   keep   cool.  .  .  . 


Some  get  off  to  a  better  start  than  others.   But  when  the 

others  learn  the  difference,  they  flock  to  Camels — just 

for  the  pleasure  this  better  cigarette  gives  them. 
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